

10 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 



90 



100 110 



120 130 




150 160 

II 



170 



180 190 



200 



210 220 



230 



240 250 260 270 280 290 



300 






10 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 



90 



100 110 120 130 140 



150 



160 



170 



180 190 200 210 



220 230 240 250 



260 



270 280 290 300 





1 



The Tragicall Hiftorie of 

HAM LET 

Prince of Denmarke. 

nuno'rn $ thn$r}>6 
Enter two Centinels. y^niiiaJce — 

1. QTand: who is that? 

2. iJTisI. 

1 . O you come rnoft carefully vpon your watch, 

2, And if you meete Marcellas and Horatio, 

The partners of my watch, bid them make haftc. 

I. 1 will : See who goes there. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellm. 

Hor. Friends to this ground. 

May. And leegemen to the Dane, 

O farewell honeft fouldier, who hath releeued you? 

1. Bamardoh^ih ray place, giueyou good night. 

May. Holla, Barnardo. 

2. Say, is Horatio there? 

Hor. Apeeceofhim. 

2. Welcome Horatio, welcome good Marcelhu ♦ 

Mar. What hath this thing appear’d againclo night. 

2. I hauefeene nothing. 

Mar. Horatio fayes tis but ourfantafie, 

And wil not let beliefe take hold of him, 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene b^f v 

> B There- 
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T be T rage die of H imlet 

Therefore I haue intreated him along with vs 
T o watch the minutes of this night. 

That ifagainc this apparition come. 

He may approoue our eyes, and fpcake to it. 

Hor. Tut, t will not appeare. 

2. Sit downe I pray, and let vs ©nee againe 

Aflaile your eares that are fo fortified. 

What we haue two nights fcene. 

WcI » fit we downe, and let vs heare 'Bernardo fp ea k e 

2. Lafi night of al, when yonder ftarre that’s weTl- 
ward from the pole,had made his courfe to 

Illumine that part of heauen. Where now it burnes, 

. The bell thentowling one.* 

Enter (jhoji. 

Mar. Breake off your talke, fee where it comes aeainc 

2. In the fame figure like the King that’s dead. 

Mar. Thou art a fcholler, fpcake to it Horatio. 

2 • Lookes it not like the king? 

Hor. Moft like, it horrors m ce with fearc and wonder. 

2. It would be fpolcetcE 
Mar. Qucftion it Horatio. 

Hor. What art thou that thus vfurps the ftafc,in 
Which theMaieftie of buried ‘Dcnmar^e did foroctimes 
Walkc?By hcauen 1 charge theefpeake. 

Mar. Itis offended. exit Gboji. 

2. See, it ftalkes away. 

Hsr. Stay, (peakc , fpcake , by heauen I charge thee 

fpCUKC* 

Mar. Tis gone and makes noanfwer. 

2 • Ho w no w H or at <0, you tremble and looke pale, 

Is not this fomething more than fantafie ? 

What thinke you on’t? 

Hor. Afore my God, I might not this beleeue, without 
the fcnfiblcand true atiouch of my ownceves. 

- frMar. 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

(Jlftir. Is k not like the King? > 

Hor. Asthouarttothyfclfe, 

Such was the very armor he had on, ' 

When he the ambitious Norway combated. 
Sofrowndheonce.wheninanangry parle Q p 
Hcfmot the fleade d pollax on the yce, jouiC. 

Tis ftrangc. 

(JMar. Thus twice before, and iump at this dead hower. 
With Marfhall ftalke he pafled through our watch. 

Hor. In what particular to worke, I know not, 

But in the thought and fcope of my opinion. 

This bodes Come ftrangc eruption to the ftate. 

cMar. Good, now fit downe, and tell me hethatknowes 
Why this fame ftriktand mod obferuant watch, 

So nightly toyles thefubicft of the land. 

And why fuch dayly coft ofbrazen Cannon 
And forraine marte, for implements of warre, 

Why fuch imprefle of ftiip- writes, whole fore taskc 
Does not diuide the funday from the weeke: 

What might be toward that this (weaty march 
Doth make the night ioynt labourer with the day. 

Who is’t that can informe me? 

Hor. Mary that Can I, at leaf! thewhifper goes fo. 

Our late King, who as you know was by Fortcn- 
Brafle of Norway, 

Thereto prickt on by a mod emulous caufo, dared to 
The combate, in which our valiant Ham/et, 

For fo this fide of our knowne world efteeraed him. 

Did flay this FortenbrafTe, 

Who by a fealc compatt well ratified,by law 
And heraldrie, did forfeit with his life all thofe 
His lands which heftoode fcazed of by the conqueror, 
Againft the which a moity competent, 

Was gaged by our King: 

Now fir, yong Fortenbrafle, 

Ofinapproued mettle hot and full. 



TheT ragedy of. ' Hamlet 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there, 

Sharkuvp a fight oflawlefte Refoliites 
Forfbodanddiettofomeeiiterprife, ' 

That hath a ftonkeke in’t : and this (I take it) i* the 
Chicfe head and ground of this our watch. 

Enter theGhojl. 

But loe, behold, fee where it comes againe, 

Be crofTe it,though it blaflr me : ftay illufion, 

If there be any good thing to be done. 

That may doe eafe to thee,and grace to mee, 
Speaketomec. 

If thou art priuy to thy countries fate. 

Which happly foreknowing may preuent, O fpeake tome, 
Or if thou haft extorted in thy life, ’ 

f Orhcordedtreafurein the wombe of earth, - 
For which they fay you Spirrtes oft walke in death, fpeake 
to me, ftay and fpeake, fpeake, ftoppe it Marcellas. 

2. Tisheere. exit Ghofi. 

H or. Tishcerc. • 

Marc. T is gone, O we doe it wrong, being (o maiefti- 
call,to offer it the fhew ofviolence, 

/ For it is as the ayre invelmorable, 

And ourvaine blowes malitious mockery. 

2 . It was about to fpeake when the Cocke crew. 

H or. And then it faded like a guilty thing, 

Vpon a fearefullfummons.Thaue heard 
The Cocke, that is'the trumpet to the morning, 

'Toth with his earely and fhrill crowing throate, 

Awake the god of day, and at hisfound. 

Whether in earth or ayre, in fea or fire. 

The ftrauagant and erririgfpirite hies bib v S' 

To his confines, and of the ttuethheercof brnTii 

T his prefent obieft made probation. 

Marc. It faded on the crowing of the Cocke, 

Some fa y, thateuer gainft that feafon comes, 

Wherein our Sauiours birth isieclebratecL: a • 

'thill The 
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Prwce of Denmarke. '■ 

The bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay, no fpirite dare walke abroade. 

The nightsare wholefome.then no planet frikes. 

No Fairie takes, 'nor .Witch hath po wre to charme, 1 
So gratious.and fo hallowed is that time. 

H or. So haue I heard, and doe in parte beleeucit:. 
But fee the Sunne in ruffet mantle clad, 

Walkes ore the deaw ofyon hie mountaine top, 

Breake we our watch vp, and by my aduife, 

Let vs impart what weehaue fccnetonight 
Vnto yong Ham let : for vpon mV'life 
ThisSpirite durobe to vs will fpeake to him: 

Doyou confcrit.wce fhall acquaint him with it, 
Asneedefull incur loue, fitting our ducrie? 

C Marc. Lett doo’t I pray, and I this morning know, 
Where we fhaii nnde him moft conveniently. 

Enter King, Queene, Hamlet, Learter, Gor ambus, 

, and the true Ambafadors, with Attendants. 

King Lordes,we here haue writ to Fortenbrajfe, 
Nephew to olde Nonvtaf, whoiropudent 
And bed-rid, fcareely heares of this his 
Nephews purpofe : and Wee heere dfpatch 
Yong good Cornelia , and you Volteniar 
For bearers of thefe greetings to olde 
Norway, giuing to you nofiurther perfonall power 
1 To bufinefte with the King, ' 

Then thofc related articles do fhew: ■ 

Farewell, and let your hafte commend your dutie. 

9 en t. In thisandallthingswill wee fhew Our dude. 
Kitfg. Wee doubt nothing; hardly farewels 
And now Leartes; what’s theffews with you? d - 
You faid you had a fute whati’ff Liartesl 

ftoMygratious Lord, your fauorable licence, ' 

Now that the fonerall rites are ail performed; 

B * 
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T hcT ragedk of Hamlet 

I may hauc lcauc to go againc to France, 

For though the fauour ofyour grace might (lay twee, 

Yet fomething is there whifpers in my hart. 

Which makes my minde and (pints bend all for Trance. 

King > Haue you your fathers leaue.Z.e-w/e/j’ 

' C or. He hath, my lord, wrung from me a forced graunt, 
And 1 befeech you grantyour Highncfle lcaue. 

IOug With all our heart, Learies fare thee well, 

Lear. Iinallloueanddutietakemyleaue. 

King. And now princely Sonne Hamlet , Exit. 

What meanes thefe fad and melancholy moodcs? 

For your intent going to Wittenberg, 

Wee hold it moft vntneet and vneonuenient. 

Being the Ioy and halfe heart of your mother. 
Thereforclct mee intreat you ftay in Court, 

All Denmarbes hope our coofin and dcareft Sonne. 

Ham. My lord, ti’s not the fable fute I wearc: 

No nor the teares that ftill (land in my eyes. 

Nor the diftrafted hauiour in thevifage, 

Nor all together mixt with outward femblance, 

Is equall to the forrow of my heart, 

Him hauc I loft I rau ft of force forgoje, 

Thefe but the ornaments and futes ofwoc. < 

King This (hewes a louing care in you, Sonne Hamlet , 
But you muff thinke your father loft a father. 

That father dead, loft his, and fo (halbe vntill the 
Generali ending. Therefore ccafc laments, 

It is a fault gainft beauen, fault gainft the dead, 

A fault gainft nature, and in reafons 
Common courfc moft certaine, 

^ None .hues on earth, but hce is borne to die. 

Que. Let not tby mother loofe her praiers Hamlet, 

Stay here with vs^go not to Wittenberg. V 

Ham. I (hall in all my beft obay you madam. < 

King Spoke like a kinde and a moft louing Sonne, 
And there’s no health the King (hall drinke to day. 



Prince of i>cnmarkc. i c 

But the great Canon to the clowdes (hall tell 
The rowfc the King (hall drinke vnro Prince Hamlet. 
Exeunt all butHam let. 

Ham. O that this too much grieu’d andfallicd flcfiii . 
Would melt to nothing, or that thevniuerfall 
Globe of heauen would turne al to a Chaos * 

O God, within twomonths^no not two : married, 

Mine vnde : O let me not thinkc of it. 

My fathers brother: but no more hke ! 

My father, then I to Hercules. 

Within two months, ere yet the (alt of moft 
Vnrighteous teates had left their fluffing 
In her galled eyes : (he married, O God, a bcaft 
Deuoyd of reafon would not hauc made 
Such (peede: Frailtie, thy name is Woman, 

Why (he would hang on him, as if increafe 
Of appetite had grownc by what it looked on. 

Osvicked wicked fpeede, to makefucKi 
Dcxteririeto inceftuous ffectes. 

Ere yet the ff ooes were olde. 

The which (he followed my dead fathers ebrfe ' 

Lik cNyobe, all teares : married, well it is nor. 

Nor it cannot come to good: 

But breakemy Heart, for J mufl ho!de ray tongue. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Hor. Health to yourLordffip. 

Ham. I am very glad tofec you, (Horatio) or I much 
forgetmyfelfe. 

Hor. The fame my Lord jndyour poore feruant euer. 
Ham. O my good friend, I change that name with you: 
but what makeyou from Wittenberg Horatio ? 
t Marcellus . 

^Marc. My good Lord. 

Rl ,?T 1 am VCr I5 lad to fec y° u > goodeuen firs; 

But whatisyour affaire in Elfenouref 

Weele teach you to drinkedeepe ercyou depart 

Hor. 
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TkeT raged) of Hamlet 

Hor. A trowant difpofition.my good Lord. 

Ham. Nor fhall you make mcctruftcr 
Of your owne report againft your fclfe: 

Sir, I know you are nptro warittj r: * • • 

ButwhatisyourafFdrein£//e»o«re. ? > i- 

Hor. My good Lord, I came to fee your fathers funeral!. 
Ham. 0 1 pr.e thee do uotmockc mee fellow ftudient, 
Ithinkcitwas to fee my mothcri wedding. 

Hor. Indeede my Lord, it followed hard vpon. ; 
Ham. T hrift, thrift, H or at to, the funerall bak’tineates 
Did coldly furntfh forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deereft foe in heauen 
Ere euer 1 had fecne thaTSdy Hor at to*, 

0 my father, my father, me thinks 1 fee my father. 

Hor. W here my Lord? ■ : f iT>r . 

Ham. Wby.in my mindes eye Horatio. 

Hor. 1 faw him once, he was a gallon tiding. 

Ham. He was aman, take him for all in all, 

1 fhall notlooke vpon his likeagaine. 

Hor. My Lord, I thinkc 1 faw him yefternight, 

Ham. 'Saw, who? 

Hor. My Lord,the King your father. i 

Ham. Ha, ha, the King my father kc you, 

Hor. Ceafcn your admiration for a while • 

With an attentiu c care, till I may dcliuer, 

Vpon the witnelle of thefc Gentlemen 
This wonder to you. 

Ham. ForGodsloueletmeheareit. 

Hor. T wo.nights together had thefe Gentlemen, 

C MarceUw and Bernardo, on their watch. 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night. 

Beene thus incountercd by a figure likeyour father, 
Armed to poynt, exactly Capapea 
Appeeres.before them thrife, he walkes 
Before their weake and feare opprefled eies 
Within his tronchi ons length, 



Prince of Denmark 

While they difiilled almoft to golly. 

With the a£t ol feare Hands dumbe, 

Andfpeakc notto him: this to mee 
In dreadfull fecrefie impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 

Where as they had deliuered forme of the thing. 

Each part made true and good, 

The Apparition comes : X knew your father, 

Thefe handes are not more like. 

Ham. Tis very ftrangc. 

Hor. As I do liue,my honord lord, tis true. 

And wee did thinke it right done. 

In our dutic to let you know it. 

Ham. Where was this? 

c JMar. My Lord,vpon the platforme wherewe watched. 
Ham. Did! you notfpeake to it? 

Hor, My Lord we did, but anfwerc made it none, 

Tet once me thought it was about to fpeake. 

And lifted vp his head to motion. 

Like as he would fpeake, but euen then 
The morning cocke crew lowd, and in all hade. 

It fhruncke in hafteaway,and vanifhed 
Our fight 

Ham. Indeed, indeed firs, but this troubles nae? 

Hold you the watch to night? , 

All We do my Lord. 

Ham. Armed fayye? 

All Armed my good Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe? 

AH. My good Lord, from head to foote. 

Ham. Wny then faw you not his face? 

Hor. O yes my Lord, he wore his bcuer vp. 

Ham. Howlook’the, frowningly? 

Ham P C j 0HnteD more m forrow than in anger. 

Hor. Nay,vcriepal 

C Warn. 
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T be T ragedie of, H amlet 

"Bam. And fixt his eies vpon you. 

Bor. Moft conftanrly. 

Bam. I would 1 had bcene there. 

Bor. It would a much amazed you. 

Bam. Yea very like, very like, (laid it long? 

Bor. While one with moderate pace 
Might tell a hundred. 

c JMar. O longer, longer. 

Bam. Hjs beard was grifleld, no. 

Her. It was as I haue fecne itin his life, 

A (able filuer. 

Bam. Iwil watch to night, perchance t’wil walkcagainc. 

Bor. I warrant it will. * ° * 

Ham. If it affume ray noble fathers perfon, 
Uefpeaketoit, if hell it felfe fhould gape, 

And bid me hold my peace, Gentlemen, 

If you haue hither confcalcd this fi ght, 

Let it be teniblein vo ur filence ftill. 

And whatfoeuer elfe fhall chance to night, 

Giue it an v»derftanding,but no tongue, 

J will requit your loues.fo fare you well, 

V pon the platforme, twixt eleuen and twelue, 
lie vifityou. 

All. Our duties to your honor. •' exeunt. 

Bam. O your loucs,your loues, as mine to you, 
Farewell, my fathers ff>irit in Aimes, 

Well, all snot well. I doubt fomcfoule play, 

Would the night were come, 

Till then, fit ftill my foule,foulc deeds will rif* 

T hough all the world orewhelme them to mens eies. Exit. 

Snter Leartes and Ofelta. 

Lean. My neceflaries are inbarkt, Imuft aboord, 

But ere I part, marke what I Sty to thee: 

I fee Prince Hamlet makes a fhew ofloue 
Beware Ofetia, donottruft his vowes, 

P erhaps he loues you now, and now his tongue, 

Speakes 






Prince of. Denmark. 

Speakes from his heart, but yet take heed my filler. 

The Charieft maideis prodigall enough. 

If flic vnmaske hir beautie to the Moone. 

Vertue it fclfe fcapes not calumnious thoughts, 

Belieu’t Ofelia> therefore keepe a loofe 
Left that he trip thy honor and thy fame. 

Ofel. Brother, to this I haue lent attentiue care. 

And doubt not but to keepe my honour fume, 

But my deerebrother,do not you 
Like to a cunning Sophifter, 

Teach me the path and ready way to heauen. 

While you forgetting what is faid to me, 

Your felfe, like to a carelcfTe libertine 
Doth giue his heart, his appetite at ful. 

And little recks how that his honour dies. 

Lear. No,feareitnotmy deeteOfelia, 

Here comes my father, occafion frailcs vpon a fecond Icaue. 

Enter Corambis. 

Cor. Y et here Leartes ? aboord,aboord,for fiiame. 

The winde fits in the fhouldcr of your faile. 

And you are ftaid for, theremy bleffing with thee 
And thefefew precepts in thy memory. 

“Be thou familiar, but by no raeanes vulgarej 
“ T hole friends thou haft, and their adoptions tried, 

Graple them to thee with a hoope of fteele, 

“ But do not dull the palme with entertaine. 

Of cuety new vnfleg d courage, 

“ Beware of entrance into a quarrelljbut being in, 

" Bcare it that the oppoledmaybewareofthee, 

/u Coftly thy apparrell, as thy purfe can buy. 

“ But not expreft infafhion, 

‘‘ For thcapparell oft proclaimes the man. 

And they of France of the chiefe rancke and ftation 
Are of a moft feleft and generall chiefe in that : 

“ This aboue all, to thy owne felfe be true. 

And it muft follow as the night the day, 

C2 Thou 
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TheT ragedj of Hamlet 

Thou can ft not then be falfe to any one, 

Farewel, my blcfling with thee. 

Lear. I humbly take ray lcaue, farewell Ofelia, 

And remember weli what 1 hauc laid to you. exit. 

Ofel. It is already lock’t within my hart. 

And you your felfe fhall kecpc the key ofit. 

Cor , W hat i’ft Ofelia he hath faide to you? 

Of el. Somthing touching the prince Hamlet. 

Cor. Mary wel thought on, t’is giuen me to vnderftand, 
That you hauc bin too prodigall of your maiden prefence 
V nto Prince Hamlet, if it be fo, 

As fo tis giuen to mcc, and that in waie of caution 
I mud tell you; you do not vnderftand your felfe 
So well as befits my honor, and your credite. 

Ofel. My lord, lie hath made many tenders of his loue 
to me. 

Cor. Tenders, I, I, tenders you may call them. 

Ofel. And withall, fuch earneftvowes. 
for. Springes to catch woodcocks, 

What, do not I know when the blood doth bume, 

How prodigall the tongue lends the heart vowes, 

In briefe, be more fcanter of your maiden prefence. 

Or tendring thus you’l tender mee a fooler — 

‘Ofel. I fhall obay my lord in all I may. 

, Cor. Oftlk , rcceiue none of his letters, 

** For Iouers lines are fnarcs to intrap the heart; 

“ Rcriife his tokens, both of them are keyes 
T o vnlocke Chaftitie vnto Defire; 

Come in Ofelia f\ rich men often proue, 

“ Grcat in their wordes,butlittlc in their loue. 

Ofel. I will my lord. exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio,<W Marcellus. 

Ham. The ayre bites fhrewd; it is an eager and 
An nipping winde, what home i'ft? 

Her. I think it lacks of twelue, Sound Trumpets. 

Mar. No,t’isftruckc. 

urn 



Trine e of. Denmarke. 

Her. Indeed I heard it not.what doth this mean my lord? 

Ham. O the king doth wake to night, & takes his rovvfc, 
Keepe waftel,and the fwaggering vp-fpring recles, 

■L And as he dreames , his draughts ofremfh downe, 

The kettleT3runuhe, and tru mpet, thus bray ou t, 

The triumphes of his pledge. 

Hor. Isitacuftomehere? 

Ham. I mary i’ft and though I am 
Natiue here, and to the maner borne. 

It is a cuftome, more honourd in the breach, 

Then in the obferuance. 

Enter the Ghojl. 

Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs. 

Be thou a fpiritc of health, or goblin damn d, 

Bring with thee ayres from heanen, or blafts from hell; 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou commeft in fuch queftionable fhape. 

That I will fpeake to thee, 

He call thee Hamlet , King, Father, Royall Dane, 

O anfwere mee, let mee not burft in ignorance. 

But fay why thy canonizd bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerem onies:why thy Sepulcher, 

In which wee fawTheeqmetly interr’d. 

Hath burft his ponderous and marble lawes. 

To caft theevp againe: what may this meane. 

That thou, dead corfe, againe in compleate fteelc, 

ReuilTets thus the glimfes of the Moone, 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature, 

Sohorridely to fhake our difpofition, 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules? 

Say, fpeake, wherefore, what may this meane? 

Hor. It beckons you, as though it had fomething 
To impart to you alone. 

c Mar. Looke with what courteous a£Uon 
Itwaucs you to a more remoued ground. 
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The T, ragedic of Hamlet 

But do not go with it. 

Hor. No, by no racancs my Lord. ' 

Ham. It will not fpcakc, then will I follow it. 

Hor. What if it tempt you toward the flood my Lord. 
That becklcs ore his bace, into the fea. 

And there ail'ume lome other horrible fhape, 

Which might dcpriuc your foueraigntie of reafon, 

And driue you into madnefle : thinke of it. 

Ham. Still am I called, go on,ile follow thee. 

Hor. My Lord, you fhall not go. 

Ham. Why what fhould be the fearc? 

I do not fet my life at a pinnesfe e. 

And for my foulc,what can it do to that? 

Being a thing immortall, like it felfe, 

Go on,ile follow thee. 

UHar. My Lord be rulde, you fhall not goe. 

Ham. My fate cries ou t,and makes each pety Artiue 
As hardy as the Nemeon Lyons nerue. 

Still am I cald, vnhand me gentlemen*, 

By heauen ile make a ghoft ofhim that lets me, 

Away I fay, go on, ile follow thee* 

Hor. He waxeth defperate with imagination. 

UHar. Something is rotten in the ftate of Denmarke. 
Hor. Haue after*, to what iflue will this fort?} 

(JHar. Lets follow, tis not fit thus to obey him. exit. 

Sitter Gbofl and Hamlet. 

Ham. Ile go no farther, whither wilt thou Icadc me? 
Ghojl Markeme. 

Ham. I will. 

Gbofl I am thy fathers fpirit, doomd for a time 
To walke the night, and all the day 
Confinde in flaming fire . 

Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Arepurged and burnt away. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

<jbofl Nay pitty me not, but to my vnfolding 



Prince of Denmarke. 

Lend thy liflning care, but that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my pvifon houfe 
I would a tale vnfold, whofe lighted word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy yong blood, 

Make thy two eyes like ftars ftart from their fpheres. 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 

And each particular hake to ftand oncn d 
Like quils vpon the frelfull Porpentme, 

But this fame blazon muft not be, to eares of flefh and blood 
Hamlet, if cuev thou didft thy deere father loue. 

Ham. O God. 

Gho. Reuenge his foule, and moft vnnaturall murder : 
Ham. Murder. 

Gbofl Yea, murder in the higheft degree, 

As in theleaft tis bad, 

But mine moft foule, bcaftly, and vnnaturall. 

Ham. Hafte me to knowc it, that with wings as fwift as 
meditation, or the thought ofit,may fweepe to my reuenge. 

Gbofl O I findethceapt, and duller fhouldft thou be 
Then the fat weede which rootes it felfcin cafe 
On Lethe wharffe: briefeletmebe. 

Tis giuen out, that fleeping in my orchard, 

A Serpent flung me 5 fo the whole eare of Denmarke 
Is with a forged Profles of my death rankcly abufde: 

But know thou noble Youth : he that did fling 
Thy fathers heart, now weaves his Crowne. 

Ham. O my prophetike foule, my vncle! my vnde! 
gbofl Yea he, that incefluous wretch, wonne to his will 

0 wicked will,and gifts! that haue the power (with gifts. 
So to feducc my moll feeming vertuous Queene, 

But vertne, as it neuer will be moued, 

Though LewdnefTe court it in a fhape of heauen, 

So Luff , though to a radiant angle linckt, 

Would fate it felfe from a celeftiallbedde, 

And prey on garbage : butfoft, me thinkes 

1 lent the mornings ayre, briefc let me be. 

Sleeping 
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The Ti ragedy ef Hamlet 

Sleeping within my Orchard, my cu florae alwayes ' 
In the after noone, vpon my fecure houre 
Thy vnclc came, with iuyee of Hebona 
In a viall, and through the porches of my eares 
Did powre theleaprous diftilment,whofe efFeft 
Hold filch an enmitie with blood of man, 
Thatfwiftas quickcfilner, itpofteth through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 

And turncs the thinne and wholcfome" blood 
Like eager dropings into milke. 

And all my fmoothe body, barked, and tetteid ouer. 
Thus was I fleeping by a brothers hand 
Of Crownc,of Qucene,of life,of dignitic 
At once depriued, no reckoning made of) 
Butfentvnto my grauc. 

With all my-accomptsand finnesvponmy head, 

0 horrible, moft horrible! 

Ham. OGod! 

ghoft Ifthou haft nature in thee, beare it not. 

But howfoeuer, let not thy heart 
Confpire againft thy mother aught, 

Leaue her to heauen. 

And to the burthen that her confidence beares. 

1 muft be gone, the Glo-worme fhewes the Martin \ 

To be neere, and gins to pale his vneffe&uall fire: 
Hamlet adue,adue,adue : remember me. Exit 

Ham. OallyouhofteofheauenlO earth, whatelfe? 
And (hall I couple hell; remember thee? 

Yes thou poore Ghoft; from the tables 
Ofmy memorie, ile wipe away all fawes of Bookcs, 

All triuiall fond conceitcs 

That euer youth, or clfe obferuance noted. 

And thy remembrance, all alone fhall fit. 

Y es, yes, by heauen, a damnd pernitious villaine, 
Murderons, bawdy, finiling damned villaine, 

(My tables) meet it is I fet itdowne. 
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That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villaynej 
At lcaft I am furc, it may be fo in Denmark. e. 

Sovnde, there you are, there you are. 

How to the words; it is aduc aduc : remember me, 

Soe t’is enough I haue fwornc. 

Hor. My lord,my lord. Enter. Horatio , 

t_Mar. Lord Hamlet. and Afar cellttu 

Hor. Ill, lo,lo,ho,ho. 

Mar. Ill,lo,lo,fo, ho,fo,comc boy, come. 

Hor. Heauens fecure him. 

Mar. How i’ft roy noble lord? 

Hor. What news my lord? 

Ham. O wonderfull, wonderful. 

Hor. Good my lord tel it. 

Ham. NonotI,you'l reuealeit. 

Hor. Not I my Lord by heauen. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then ? would hart of man 
Oncethinkcit? but you’l befecret. 

’Both. I by heauen, my lord. 

Ham. There’s neucr a villaine dwelling in all 'Denmarke, 
But hee’s an arrant knaue. 

Hor. There need no Ghoft comefrom the graue to tell 

you this. 

Ham. Right, you are in the right, and therefore 
I holde it meet without more circumftance at all, 

Wee fhake hands and part;you as your bufines 
And defiers fhall leade you : for looke you, 

Euery man hath bufines, and defires, filch 
As it is, and for my owne poore parte, ile go pray. 

Hor. Thefe are but wild an d wherling words, my Lord. 
Ham. I am fory they offend you;hartely,yes faith hartily. 
Hor. Ther’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Batrike but there is Horatio, 

And much offence too, touching this vifion, 

It is anhoneft ghoft, that letmec tell you, 

D For 
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T be T rdgcdie of Hamlet 

For your dcfii es to know what is betweenc vs 
Or'emaiftcritasyou may: 

And now kind frends, as yon are ffcnds, 

Schollers and gentlmcn, 

Grant mee one poore requeft. 

Both. What 1 ft my Lord? 

Ham. Neuer make known what youhaucfecne tonioU 

Both. My lord, we will not. a 

Ham. Nay but fw care. 

Hor. In faith my Lord not T. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord in faith. 

Ham. Nay vpon my fword, indeed vpon my fword. 

(jho. Sweare. 

The Go (l vnder the flaoe. 

Ham. Ha, ha, corns you here, this fellow in the fcllcrig-e 
Here confent to fweare. S > 

Hor. Pi opofc the oth my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer tofpeake what you hauc feeneto night, 
Sweare by my fword. 

Goft, Sweare. 

Ham. Hie & vbique } nay then weele (hiftour ground: 
Come hither Gentlemen, and lay your handes 
Againc vpon this fword, neuer to fpeake 
Of that which you haue fecne, fweare by my fword. 

Ghofl Sweare. 

Ham. Well faid old Mole, can ’ft worke in the earth? 
fb faff, a worthy Pioner , once more reinoue. 

Hor. Day and night, but this is wondrous ftrange. 

Ham. And therefore as* a ftranger giue it welcome. 
There are more things in heauen and earth Horatio , 

Then are Dream’tof, inyourphilofophie, 

But come here, as before you neuer (hail 
How ftrange or odd ? focrc I bearemy felfe. 

As I perchance hereafter (hall thinke meet, 

T o put an Antickc difpofition on, 

T hat you at fuch times feeing roc, neuer fhall 



Prince of Denmarke. 

With Armes, incombred thus, or this head (hake, 

Or by pronouncing fome vndoubtfull phrafe, 

As well well, wee know, or wee could and ifwe would, 

Or there be, and if they might, or fuch ambiguous.* 

Giuing out to note, that you know aught of nice. 

This not to doc, fo grace, and mercic 
At your moft need helpe you, fweare 
Ghofi. fweare. 

Ham. Reft, reft,perturbed fpiritifo gentlemen, 

In all my loue Ido commend mee to you, 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet may, 

T o pleafurc you, God willing (hall not want, 

Nay come left’s go together, 

But ftil your fingers on your lippes I pray, 

The time is outofioynt,0 curfed fpitc, 

That euer I was borne to fet it right, 

Nay come lett’s go together. Exeunt. 

Enter Corambit, and Montano. jftw c&ilv a oSstv 

for. Montano , here, tbefe letters to my fonne, 

And this fame many with my blefling to him. 

And bid him ply his learning good Montano. 

Mon. I will my lord. 

Cor. Y ou (hall do very well Montano, to fay thus, 

] knew the gentleman, or know his father, 

T o inquire the manner of his life. 

As thus*, being amongft his acquaintance, 

Y ou may fay, you faw him at fuch a time, marke you mee, 

At game.or drincking, fwearing, or drabbmg, 

You may go fo farre. 

Mon. My lord, that will impeach his reputation. 

Cor. I faith not a whit, no not a whit. 

Now happely heeclofcth with you in the confcquencc, 

As you may bridle it not difparage him a iote. 

What was 1 a bout to fay, 

Mon. He clofeth with him in the confcquencc. 

Cor. I, you fay right, he clofeth with him thus, 
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ThcT ragedy of, Hamlet 

This will hee fayjlet nice fee what hce will (ay, 

Mary this, I faw him yefterday, or tother day, 

Or then, oratfuch a time, a dicing. 

Or at Tennis,! or drincking drunke, or entring 
Ofahowfeoflightnesviz. brothell, 

Th us fir do wee that know the world, being men ofrcach 
By indireft ions, finde dire&ions forth, 

And fo (hall you my fonne; you ha me, ha you not? 

Mon. Ihaucmylord. 

Cor. W el, fare you well, commend mee to him. 

Aden. I will my lord. 

Cor. And bid him ply his muficke 

Mon. My lord I wil. exit. 

Enter , Ofelia. 

Cor. Farewel,how now Ofelia, what’s the news with you? 

Ofe. O my deare father, fuch a change in nature, 

So great an alteration in a Prince, 

So pitiful! to him, fcarcfull to mee, 

A maidens eye ne re looked on. 

Cor. W hy what’s the matter my Ofelia? 

Of. O yong Prince Hamlet, the only floure of Denmark 
Hce is bereft of all the wealth he had. 

The Icwcll that ador’nd his feature moft 
Is filcht and ftolne away, his wit’s bereft him, 

Heefound meewalkingin the gallery all alone, 

T here comes hee to mee, with a diftra&ed looke, 

His garters lagging downe , his (liooesvntidc, 

And fixthis eyesfb fteeffaft on my face. 

As if they had vow’d, this is their lateft obiett. 

Small while he ftoode, but gripes me by the wrift, 

And there he holdes my pulfe till with a figh 
He doth vnclafpe hisholde, and parts away 
Silent, as is the mid time of the night: 

And as he went, his eie was (till on mee, 

For thus his head oucr his fhoulder looked, 
Hefeemedtofindetheway without his sies; 




Prince of. Denmark. 

For out of doores he went without their hclpe. 

And fo did leaue me. 

(for. 'Madde for thy loue, 

What haue you giuen him any croffe wordcs of late? 

Ofelia I did repell his letters, deny his gifts. 

As you did charge me. 

Cor. Why that hath made him madde: 

By heau’n t’is as proper for our age to eaft 
Beyond our fe'ues, as t’is for the yonger fort 
To leaue their wantonneflc. W ell, I am fory 
That I was (o rafli: but what remedy? 

Lets to the King, this madnrffe may prooue, 

Though wilde a while, yet more true to thy loue. exeunt. 

Enter King and Jfueene, RoJfbicraft,and Gtldcrflone. 

King Right noble friends, that our deere cofin Hamlet 
Hath loft the very heart of all his fence. 

It is moft right, and we moft fory for him: 

Therefore we doe defire, euen as you tender 
Our care to him, and our great loue to you. 

That you will labour but to wring from him 
The cauleand ground of his diftemperancie. 

Doe this, the king of Denmarkelh al oe thankefull. 

Rof. My Lord, whatfoeuer lies within our power 
Your maieftie may more commaund inwordes 
Then vfe perfwafions to your liege men, bound 
By loue, by duetic, and obedience. 

Guil. What we may doe for both your Maiefties 
To know the griefe troubles the Prince your fonne, 

We willindeuour all the beft we may, 

So in all duetie doe we take our leaue. 

King Thankes Guilderftone,and gentle Roftencrafc. 
fl^e.' Thankes Roflencrafr,and gentle Gilderftone. 

Enter (forambis and Ofelia. 

Cor. My Lord, the Ambafladors are ioyfully 
Return’d from Norway. 

King Thou ftill haft becne the father of good ncws» 

E> ? fir* 
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TheT ragedtc of Hamlet 

Cor. Haue I my Lord? I a {lure your grace, 

I holde my duetie as I ho!de my life. 

Both to my God, and to my (oueraigneKin^: 

And I bcleeuc, or clfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trainc ofpoliciefo well 
As it had wont to doe, but I haue found 
The very depth of Hamlets lunacic. 

Qucene Godgraunthehath. 

Enter the Ambafadors. 

King Now Voltemar t what from our brother Norway? 

Volt. Mod faire retui nes of greetings and defircs, 
Vpon our firft he fent forth to fupprefle 
His nephews leuies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation gainft the Polacke: 

But better look’t into, he trucly found 

It was againft your Highneflc, whereat grieued, 

Thatfo his fickencffe,age,r.nd impotence, 

Was falfely borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenbrajje, which he in briefe obays, 

Receiues rebuke from Norway :and in fine, 

Makes vow before his vnde, neuer more 
T o giue the aflay of Armes againft your Maieftie, 
Whereon olde iNfonivryouercome with ioy, 

Giues him three thoufand crownesin annuall fee, 

And his Commiffion to employ thofe fouldiers, 

So leuied as before, againft the Polacke, 

With an intreaty hecrcin further fhewne, 

That it would pleafe you to giue quiet paflfe 
Through your dominions, for that enterprife 
On fuch regardes offafety and allowances 
As therein are fet downe. 

King Itlikcs vs well, and at fit time and leafure 
W eelc reade and anfwere thefc his Articles, 

Meane time wc thankeyou forjour well 

Tooke labour: go to your reft,at night weelefeafttogisker: 

exeunt Arab ardors. 

Cor. 



Right welcome home. 



Prince of Denmark. 

Cor. This bufines is very well difpatchcd. 

Now my Lord.touchin^the yong Prince Ham’et, 
Certaine it is that hee is madde: mad let vs grant him then: 
Now to know the caufc of this efeft, 

Or elfe to fay the caufe of this defeft, 

For this effett dcfe£Viue comes by caufe. 

Oxeene Good my Lord be briefe. 

Cor. Madam I will: my Lord, I haue a daughter, 

Haue while fhee’s mine : for that we thinke 
Isfureft,we often Ioofe:now to thePrince. 

My Lord, but note this letter, 

The which my daughter in obedience 
Deliuer’d to my handes. 

King Reade it my Lord. 

Cor. MarkemyLord. 

/ Doubt that in earth is fire, 

Doubt that the ftarres doe moue. 

Doubt trueth to be a liar, 

But doe not doubt I loue. 

To the beautiful! Ofelia: 

Thine euer the moil vnhappy Prince Hamlet. 

My Lord, what doe you thinke of me? 

I, or what might you thinke when Ifawe this? 

King As of a true friend and a moft louing fubieft. 

Cor. I would be glad to prooue fb. 

Now when I faw this letter, thus I befpake my maiden: 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of your ftarre. 

And one that is vnequall for your loue: 

Therefore I did commaund herrefufehis letters, 

Deny his tokens, and to abfent her felfc. 

Shee as my childe obediently obey’d me. 

Now fince which time, feeing his loue thus crofs d. 

Which I tooke to be idle, and but fport. 

He ftraitway grew into a melancholy. 

From that vnto afaft, thcnvnto diftra&ion. 

Then in to a fadneffc, from that vnto a madneflc, 

And 
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TheT ragedy of. Hamlet 

And To by continuance, and weakenefle of the braine 
Into this frenfie, which now poffeflcth him: 

And if this be not true, take this from this. 

King Thinkeyou t’isfo? 

for. How? fo my Lord, I would very fainc know 
That thing that I haue {aide t’is fo, pofitiuely, 

And it bath fallen out otherwife. 

Nay, if circumftances leade me on, 

He finde it out,if it were hid 
As deepe as the centre ofthe earth. 

King, how fliould wee trie this fame? 

Cor. Alary ray good lord thus, 

The Princes walkeis here in the galcry, 

There let Ofelia, walke vntill hee comes: 

Your felfe and I will Hand clofe in the ftudy. 

There (hall you heare the eflfett of all his hart, 
Andifit proue any othei wile thenloue, 

Then let my cenfure faile an other time. 

King, fee where hee comes poring vppon a booke. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Cor. Madame, will it pleafeyour grace 
Toleauevshcre? 

flue. With all my hart. exit. 

Cor. And here Ofelia, reade you on this booke, 
And walke aloofe, the King (Lai be vnfccne. 

Ham. T o be, or not to be, I there’s the point, 

To Die, to fleepe,is that all? I all: 

No, to (leepe,to dreame, I mary there it goes. 

For in that dreame of death, when wee awake, 

And borne before an euerlafling Iudge, 

From whence no paflenger euer re tur’nd. 

The vndifeouered country, at whofe fight 
The happy (mile, and the accurfed damn’d. 

But for this, the ioyfull hope of this, 

Whol’d beare the fcorncs and flattery ofthe world, 
Scorned by the right rich, the rich curfled ofthe poore 
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The widow being oppreffcd,the orphan wrong'd*, 

The tafte of hunger, or a tirants raigne. 

And thoufand more calamities befides. 

To -mint andfweate vnder this weary life. 

When that he may his full Quiettu make. 

With a bare bodkin, who would this indure, 

But for a hope offomething after death? 

Which pufles the braine, and doth confound the fence. 
Which makes vs rather beare thofe euilles wehauc. 

Than flic to others that we know not of. 

I that,0 this confidence makes cowardes of vs all. 

Lady in thy orizons, be all my finnes remembred. 

Of el. My Lord, I haue fought opportunity, which now 
I haue, to redeliuer to your worthy Landes , a fmall remem- 
brance, fiich tokens which I haue rccciued of you. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Ofel. My Lord. 

Ham. Areyouhoneft? 

Ofel. What meanes my Lord? 

Ham. That ifyou be faire and honeft, 

Your beauty (hould admit no difeourfe to vour honefty. 

Ofel. My Lord, can beauty haue better priuilcdge than 
with honefty? 

Ham. Y ea mary may if, for Beauty may transform* \ 
Honefty, from what fhe was into a bawd: 

Then Honefty can transfonue Beauty: 

This was fometimes a Paradox’, 

But now the time giues it fcope. 

I ncuer gaue you nothing. 

Ofel. My Lord, you know right well you did, 

And with them fuch earneft vowes of loue, 

As would haue moou ’d the ftonieft breaft aliuc, 

But now too true I finde. 

Rich giftes waxe poore, when giuers grow Yhkinde. 

Ham. I neuer loued you. 

Ofel. Y ou made me bcleeuc you did. 

£ Ham. 
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Ham. O thou fliouldft not a beleeued me! 

Go to a Nunnery goe, why fhouldft thou 

Be a breeder offinners? I am my, felfe indifferent honeft 

But l could accufe my felfe of fucH crimes ' 

It had becnc better my mother had nc’re borne me 
O I am very prowde, ambitious.difdainefull, . ’ 

With more finnes at my becke, then I haue thoughts 
To put them in, what fliould fuch fcllowts as I & 

Do, crawling between heauen and earth? 

To a Nunnerj? goe, we are arrant knaues all, 

Beleeuc none of vs, to a Nunnery goe. 

Ofel. O Heauensfecure him! S 

Ham. Whcr’s thy father? 

Ofel. At home my lord. 

Ham. For Gods fake let the doores be flint on him, 

He may play the foole no where butin his 
O wnc houferto a Nunnery goe. 

Ofel. Help him good God. 

Ham. If thou doft marry, He g(uc thee 
This plague to thy dowry: 

Be thou as chart e as yet, as pure as fnowc, 

Thou (halt not fcape calumny, ro a Nunnery got. 

Ofel. Alas, what change is this? 

Ham. But if thou wil t needes marry, marry afoole, 

For wifemen know well enough, 

What rnonrtersyouinakeof th«tn,toa Nunnerygoe. 

Ofel. Pray God reftore him. 

Ham. Nay, 1 liaue heard ofyour paintings too, 

God hath giuen you one face, 

And you make you tfel ues another, 

You fig, and you amble, and you nickname Gods creatures, 
Making your wantonntfl'e, your ignorance, 

A pox, t’is feuruy, He no more of it, < ; 

It hath mademe madde : He no more marriages, 

All that are married but one,fha!l hue, 

The rdt fliall kcepe as they are, to a Nunnery goe, 



Prince ofDenmarke. 

To a Nunnery goe. exit. 

O/e. Great God of heau en,what a quicke change is this? 
The Courtier, Scholler,Souldier, all in him, 

All daflit and fplinterd thence, O woeds me, 

To a feene what I haUe feene,fee what I fee. exit. 

King Loue? No,no, that’s not the caufe, Enter Kingand 
Some deeper thing it is that trou bles him. Corambis. 

Cor. Wel,fomethingitis:my Lord,contentyou a while, 
I will my felfe goe fecle himilet me worke. 

He try him euery way : fee where he comes, 

Send you thole Gentlemen, let me alone 
T o finde the depth of this, away, be gone. exit King. 

Now my good Lord, do you know me? Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Y ea very well, y ’are a fiflimonger. 

Cor. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then lir, I would you were fo honeft a man, 

' For to be honeft, as this age. goes, 

Is one man to be picktout ol ienne thouland. 

(for. What doe you readc my Lord? 

Ham. Wordes,wordes. 

for. W hat’s the matter my Lord? 

Ham. Betweenewho? o. 

Cor. I meane the matter you reade my Lord. 

Ham. Mary mod vile herefie: 

For here the Satyricall Satyre writes, 

/'That olde men haue hollow eyes,weakebackes, 

Grey beardes, pittifull weake harames, gowty legges, 

All which fir, I moft potently belceue not: 

For fir, your felfe fhalbe olde as I am, 

Iflike a Crabbe,you could goe backeward. 

for. How pregnant his replies are, and full of wit: 

Yet at firft hetookemefor a fiflimonger: 

All this comes by loue, the vemencie of loue. 

And when I was yong, I was Very idle, 

And fuffered much extafic in loue, very necre this: 

Will you walke out of the aire my Lord? 
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TbeT ragedy of Hamlet 

Ham. Into my graue, 

fir. By the mafic that’s out of the aire indeed, 

'Very (hrewd anfwers, 

My lord I will take nsy Icaue ofyou. 

Enter Gilder B one, and Rofencraft. 

Ham, You can take nothingfrom rae fir, 

3 will more willingly part with all, 

Olde doating foolc. 

Cor , You fecke Prince Hamlet,fce, there he is. 

Gil. Health to your Lordlhip. 

Ham. W hat, Gildcrftone,and RofTencraft, 

Welcome kindeSchoole-fellowcs to Slfanoure. 

Gil. We thanke your Grace, and would be very glad‘ 
You were as when we were at Wittenberg. 

Ham. I thanke you, but is this vifitation free of 
Y our felucs, or were you not fent for? 

T ell me true, come, I know the gpod King and Queenc 
Sent for you, there isa kinde ofcbnfeflion in your eye: 
Come, I know you were fent for. 

Qit. What fay you? 

Ham. Nay then I fee how the winde fits. 

Come, you were fent for. 

Ro{f. My lord, we were, and willingly if we might. 
Know the caufe and ground ofyour difeontent. 

Ham. Why I want preferment. 

Rof. I thinke not fo my lord. 

Ham. Yes faith, this great world you fee contents me not, 
No nor the fpangled heauens.nor earth, nor fea, 

No nor M .n that is fo glorious a creature, 

Contents not me, no nor woman too, though you laugh. 

Gtl. My lord, we laugh nor at that. 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, 

When I faid,Mnn did not content mee? 

Gil. My Lord, we laughed, when you faid, Man did not 
content you. 

What etuettainemerU the P layers fhall haue, 
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Prime of Denmark. 

We boorded them a the way : they are comming to you. 
Ham. Players, what PLycrs be they? 

Ref. My Lord, the Tragedians of the Gtty, 

Thofe that you tooke delight to fee fo often. (flie? 

Ham. How comes it that they trauell? Do they grow re- 
Gil. No my Lord, their reputation holds asitwas wont. 
Ham. How then? 

gil. Yfaith my Lord, noueltic carries it away, 

For the principal! publike audience that 
Came to them, are t urned to pviuatepl ayes . 

And to the humour orcKTcIreri. 

Ham. I Hoe not greatly wonder of it. 

For thofe that would make mops and tnoes 
At my vnde, when my father liued. 

Now giue a hundred, two hundred pounds 
For his pi&ure : but they fhall be welcome. 

He thatplayes the King fhall haue tribute of me. 

The ventrous Knight fhall vie his fbyle and target, 
Thelouer fhall figh gratis, 

The clowne fhall make them laugh (for t. 

That are tickled in the lungs , or the blanke verfe fhall halt 
And the Lady fhall haue leaue to fpeake her minde freely. 

The Trumpets found. Enter Cor ambit. 

Do you fee yonder great baby? 

He is not yet out of his fwadling clowts. 

Gil. That may be, for they fay an olde man 
Istwiceachildc. (Players, 

Ham. lie prophecic to you, hee comes to tell race a the 
You fay true, a monday laft,f was fo indeede. 

Cor. My lord, I haue news to tellyou. 

Ham. My Lord, I haue newes to tellyou; 

When/£o$W was an Aftorin Rome. 

Cor~ Thc Afiors arc come hither, my lord. 

H am. Buz, buz. 

Cor. The beft A&ors in Chriftendome, 

Either for Comedy, T ragedy,Hiftorie,Paftorall, 

E g Paftorall 
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T he T ragedie of. Hamlet 
Paftorall,Hiftoricall,Hiftoricall,Comicall, 

Comical! hifloricall, Paftorall, T ragcdy hifloricall: 

Seneca cannot be too heauy, nor Plato too li^ht: 

For the la w hath writ thofe a rc meon'elv men. 

> H** O lepha Iudgeof Tfrael! what atreafure had A thou! 

Cor. Why whata treafure had he my lord? 

Ham. W hy one faire daughter, and no more, 

The which he loued palling well. 

Cor. A,ftil harping a my daughteriwell my Lord, j 

~f~ If you call me lepha, I hane a daughter that 

I loue palling well. 

Ham. Nay that followes not 

for. W 7 hat followes then my Lord? 

Ham. Why by lot, or God wot, or as it came to paffe. 
And fo it was, thefirft verfeof the godly Ballet 
Wil tel you all: for look you where my abridgement conies: 
Welcome maifters, welcome all. Enter flayers. 

What my olde friend, thy face is vallanccd 
Sincelfaw thee laft, corn’ll thou to beard me in Denmrke? 
My yong lady and milhis,burlady but your (you were: 
Ladilhip is gro wne by the altitude of a chopine higher than 
Pray God liryour voyce, like a peece of vneurrant 
Golde, be not crack ’tin the ring: come on maiflers, 
Weele cuen too’t, like French Falconers, 

Flie at any thing we fee, come, a tafte ofyour 
Quallitie, afpeech.a pallionate Ipeech. 

Players What fpeech my good lord? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeake a fpeech once, 

But it was ncuer afted.-orifit were, ' - 

Nener abouc twice, for as I remember. 

It pleafed not the vulgar, it was cauiary 
T o the million : but to me 
And others, that receiued it in the like kinde, 

Cried in the toppe of theiriudgcments,an excellent play, 
Set downe with as great modeltie as cunning: 

One faid there was no fallets in the lines to make the fauory, 

But 
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Prince of Denmark . 

But called it an honed methode.as whoiefome as Iweete. 
Come, a fpeech in it I chiefly remember 
Was zHlneas tale to Dido, 

And then efpecially where he talkes of Princes flaughter, 
If it liue in thy memory beginne at this line, 

Letmefec. 

The rugged Tyrrns, like th’arganianbeafl: 

No t’is not fo, it begins with Tirrtu: 

O I haue it. 

The rugged 'Times, he whofe (able armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refenible. 

When he lay couched in the ominous horfc. 

Hath now his blacke and grimme complexion fmcered 
With Heraldry more dilmall, head tofoote, 

Now is he totall guife,horridely tricked 

With blood offbthers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Back’t and itn parched in calagnlate gore. 

Rifted in earth and fire, olde grandfire Pryam feckcs: 

S o goe on. (accent. 

Cor. Afore God, my Lord, well {poke, and with good 
Tlayi- A none he finds him ftriking too fhort at Greeks, 
His aTftikefwptdrebelliou s to his Arme, 

Lies where it fallcs, vnableto refill. 

Tyrrtu at Pryam driucs, but all in rage. 

Strikes wide, but with the whiffe and wind* 

Ofhis fcllfword, th’unnerued father fades. 
for. E non gh my friend, t’is too long. 

Ham. Ft fliall to the Barbers with your beard: 

A pox, hee’sfora ligge, or a tale of bawdry, 

Orelft he Herpes, comeon to Hecuba, toms. 

Play. But who.O who had feene the mobled Quc^ne? 
Cor. Mobled Queene is good, faith very good. 

Thy, All in the alarum andfeare of death rofcvp, 

And ©Ye her weake and all ore-teeming loynes, a blancket 
And a kercheron that head, where late the diademe ftoode. 
Who this had fecne with tongue inuenom’d fpeech. 

Would 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Would treafon haue pronounced, 

Forifthe gods thcmfelues had fecneher then, 

When Ihc faw Pima with malitious ftrokes,' 

Mincing her husbande* limbs. 

It would haue made milch the burning eyes ofheauen, 
And paflion in the gods. 

Cor. Looke my lord if he hathnot changde his colour, 
And hath tcares in his eyes: no more good heart, no more. 

Haw. T’is well, t’is very well, I pray my lord, 

Will you fee the Players well bellowed, 

I tell you they are the Chronicles 
And briefe ab drafts of the time, 

After your death I can tell you, 

You were better haue a bad Epitecth, , 

Then their ill report while you liue. 

for. My lord, I will vfe them according to their deferts. 
Ham. O farre better man,vfceucry man after his deferts, 
Then who fhould Ccape whipping? 

V fe them after your owne honor and dignitie. 

The lefle they deferue, the greater credit's yours. 
for. Welcome my good fellowes. exit. 

Ham. Come hither maifters, can yovinot play thejnur- 
der o£Gonfago? 
p layers Yes my Lord. 

Ham. And could’ft not thou for a neede ftudy me 
Some dozen or fixteene lines, - 

Which I would fe t downe and infert? 
players Yes very cafily my good Lord. 

Ham. T is well, I thankc you: follow thatlord: 

And doe you hearefirs? take hcede you mocke him not. 
Gentlemen, for your kindnes I thanke you. 

And for a time I would dclire you leaue me. 

Gil. Our loue and ductieis at your commaund. 

Exeunt all hut Hamlet. } • j 

Ham. Why what a dunghill idiote flaue am I? 

Why thefe Players here draw water from eyes: 



Prince of Dennnxrkt 

For Hecuba, why what is Hecuba to Him, or he to Hecuba? 
What would he do andif he had my lofle; 

His father murdred, and a Crowne bereft him. 

He would turne all his teares to droppes of blood. 

Amaze the Handers by with his laments, 

Strike more then wonder in the iudiciall earcs. 

Confound the ignorant, and make mute the wife, 
Indeedchispaflion would begenerall. 

Yet I like to an aflfe and Iohn a Preames, 

Hauing my father murdred by a villains, 

Stand ftill,and let itpa(Te,why fure I am a coward: 

Who pluckes me by the beard, or twites my nofc, 

Giue’s me the liei’th throate downe to the lungs. 

Sure I fhould take it, or elfe I haue no gall. 

Or by this I fhould a fatted all the region kites 
With this flaucs offell, this damned villaine, 

T reacherous, bawdy, murderous villaine: 

Why this isbraue, that I thefonneofmy deare father, ■ 
Should like a fealion, like a very drabbe 
Thus raile in wordes. About my braine, 

I haue heard that guilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Hath, by the very cunning of the fccne,conf eft a murder 
Committed long before. . 

This fpiri t that 1 haue feene may be the Diuell, 

And out of my weakeneffeand my melancholy, 

As he is very potent with fuch men, 

Doth feeke to damnemc, I will haue founder proofes, 

The play s the thing, 

Wherein I’le catch the confidence of the King. exit. 

Enter the King, fhteene, and Lor des. 

King Lordes, can you by no mcanes findc 
The caufe of our fbnne Hamlets lunacie? 

You being fo neerc in loue, euenfrom his youth, 

Me thinkes ftiould gainc more than a ftranger fhould. 
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T he T ragedie of Hamlet 

Gil. My lord, we hauc done all the bed we could. 

To wring from him the caufe of all his griefe, 

J' 1 / ft 4J he puts vs off, and by no means 
W oulct make an anfwerc to that we cxpofde. 

Bojf. et was he fomethingmorc inclin’d to mirth 
before we left him, and 1 take it, 

He hath giuen order for a play to night, 

At which hecraues your highneffe company. 

King With all our heart, it likes vs very well: 
Gentlemen, feeke (till to increafe his mil th. 

Spare for no cod, cur coffers fhall be open, 

And we vnto your felues will dill be thankefull. 

Both In all wee can, be fure you fhall commaund. 
.Q* ee ” e Thankes gentlemen, and whattheQueeneof 
May pleafure you, be fure you fliall not want. (Denmark 
gu. Wcele once againe vnto the noble Prince. 

Kmg Thanks to you both: Gertred you’l fee this play. 
gueene My lord I will, and it ioyes'me at thefoule 
He is inclin’d to any kinde of mirth. 

Cor. Madame, I pray be ruled by me: 

And mv goodSoueraigne,giucmc Ieaue to fpeake. 

We cannot yet finde out the very ground 
Of his didemperance, therefore 
I holde it mecte, if fo it plcafe you, 

Elfe they fhall not rocete, and thus it is. 

Kmg Wh.it i Q forambis? - (done. 

Cor. Mary my good lord this, foone when the /ports are 
Madam, fend you in bade to fpeake with him, 

And I my felfe will Hand behind the Apas, 

There quedion you the caule of all his griefe, 

And then in loue and nature vnto you,bec’ie tell you all: 
My Lord, how chinkc you on’ti 

King It likes vs well, Gerterd, what fay you? 

JQueene With all my heart, foone will 1 fend for him. 
Cor. My felfe will be that happy rneffenger. 

Who hopes his griefe will be reueal’d to her. exeunt omnet 
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Pjince of D ennurhe. 

enter Hamlet andthe Tlayers. 

Ham. Pronounce me this fpcech trippingly a the tongue 
as I taught thee* 

Mary and you mouth it, as a many of your players do 
I'de rather hcare a towne bull bellow, 

Then fuch a fellow fpeake my lines. 

Nor do not faw the aire thus with your bands, ( 

But giuecuery thing his aftion witli temperance. (fefow, 

0 it offends inec to the foule, to heurc a rebudious periwig 
To teare a paffion in totters, into very ragges, 

To fplit the eares of the ignoraut.who for the (noifes. 
Mod parte are capable of nothing but dumbe fhewes and 

1 would hauefuch a fellow whipt,foro’re doing, tarmagant 
It out, Herodes Herod. 

players My Lorde, wee haue indifferently reformed that 
among vs. 

Ham. The better, the better, mend it all together: 

There be fellowes that 1 hauefeene play, 

And heard others commend them, and that highly too. 
That hauing neither the gate of Chridian, Pagan, 

Nor Turke,hauefo drafted and bellowed. 

That you would a thought, fome of Natures journeymen i 
Had made men, and not made them well, 

They imitated humanitie,fo abhominablo: 

Take beede,auoyde it. 

players 1 warrant you my Lord. 

Ham. Anddoeyou heare? let not your Clowne fpeake 
More th- n is fet downe, there be of them I can tell you 
That will laugh themfelues, to fet on fome 
Quantitie ot barren fpettators to laugh with them, 

Albeit there is fome neceflary point in the Play 
Then to be obferued: O t’is vile, and fhewes 
A pittifull ambition in the foole that vfeth it. 

An d then you haue fome a gen, that keepcs one fute 
Ofieatts, as a man is know neT>v one fute of 
Apparell,and Gentlemen quotcThisica fts doyvnc 

F i I» 



T be Tragedy of. Hamlet 

Jjn then tables, before they come to the play,a$ thus: 

' Cannot you (lay till I eate my porrige? and,you owe me 
A quarters wages:and, my coate wants a cullifon: 

And, your beerc is fowrc:and, blabbering with his lips. 

And thus keeping in his cmkapafe ofieafh 
t '"When, God knows,thewarmeCIowne cannot makeaieft 
Vnlcfle by chance,as the blindc man catcheth a hare: 
Maifters tell him of ir. 
ytayirs We will my Lord. 

Ham. Well, goe make you ready. exeunt players. 
Horatio. Hecremy Lord. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art eucn as iuft a man, 

As e re my conuerfation cop’d withall. 

Hor. O my lord ! 

Ham. Nay why Ihould I flatter thee? 

Why flrould the poorc be flattered? 

W hat gainc flrould I feceiue by flattering the?*. 

That nothiirg hath but thy good minde? 

Let flattery fit on thofetime-pleafing tongs, 

T o glofc with them that loues to heare their praife, 

And not with fuch as thou Horatio. 

T here is a play to night, wheretn one Sceane they haue 
Comes very neere the murder ofmy father, 

* When thou flralt fire that Aft afoote, 

Marke thou the King, doe but obferue his lookes. 

Fori mine eies will nuet to his free: 

And if he doe not bleach, and change at that. 

It is a damned ghoft that we hauefecne. 

Horatio , haue a care, obferue him well. 

Hor. Mv lord, n>in.c eies flrall flillbe on his face, 
Andnot the fmalleft alteration 
T ha t flr all appeare in hi m , bu 1 1 fhall note it. 

Ham. Harke, they come. 

Enter King, butene ,Coramh is, and other Lor As. (a play? 
Ktng Flow now (on Hamlet, h«w fare you, (hall we haue 
fam. Yfaitlr the Camelions diflr, not capon cranym’d, 



Trince of Denmark. 






feede a the ayre. _ . r . 

I father i My lord, you play d in the Vniuerhtie. 

dor. That I did my L: ancl I was counted a good aftor. 

Ham. What did you enaft there? , 

Cor. My lord, I did aft lulm Cafar , I was killed 
in the Capitoll,‘Br»tr« killed me. 

Ham. It was a bru tc parte of him, 

To kill fo capitall a calfe. 

Come, be thefe Players ready? 

Qiteene Hamlet come fit downebyme. 

Hm. No by my faith mother, heere’s a mettle more at- 
Lady will you giue me leaue,and fo forth: (traftiuc: 

To lay my head in your lappe? 

Of el. No my Lord. , (trary matters? 

' Ham. Vpon your lap,what do you tlunke I meant con- (y\ c 
Enter in a 'Dumbe Shew , t he King and the fhieene, he (its -y ‘if)/ fj 
downs in an <±Arbor, [he leaues him : Then enters Luci- S* ! " ’■ -f, ■ 

anus with poyfonin a Viall , andpowresit in his e ares, and o-t bU*J- 

goes away : Then the J&eene commeth and findes him 
dead: and goes away with the other. 

Of el. What meanes this my Lord? Biter the r j Prologue . 

Ham. This is myching Mallico, that meanes my chiefe. 

Ofel. What doth this meane my lord? q 

Ham. you (hall heare anone, this fellow will tell you all. 

Ofel. Will he tell vs what this {hew meanes? 

Ham. I, or any fh ew you’le fliew him, 

Be not afeard to fhew, hee’le not be afeard to tell: 

O thefe Players cannot keepe counfell, thei’le tell ail. 

Pro/. For vs, and for our Tra gedie, 

Heere ftowpiug to your clemencie. 

We begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. I’ft a prologue,or apoefiefora ring? 

• Ofel. T’is fhort my Lord. 

Ham. As womens loue. 

Snter the Duke and Dutchejfe. 

Duke Full fortie yeaies are part, their date is gone, 
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TheT ragedic of Hamlet 

Since happy time ioyn d both our hearts as one: 

A nd now the blood that fill’d my youthfull veincs, 

Runnes weakely in their pipes, and all the ftraines 
Cf muficke, which whilome plcafde mine earc, 

Is now a burthen that Age cannot beare: 

And therefore fweete Nature mu ft pay his due, 

Toheaucn rauft I, andlcaue the earth with you. 

‘ Vutchejfe O fay notfojed that you kill my heart, 

When death takes you, let life from me depart. 

Duke Content thy felfe, when ended is my date, 

Thon roaift (perchance) hauc a more noble mate, 

More wife, more youthfull, and one. 

Dutchejfe O fpeake no more for then lam accurft. 
None weds the fecond, b it fhe kils chcfird: 

A fecond time I kill my Lord that’s dead, 

When fecond husband kiffesme in bed. 
ham. O wormewoodjwormcwood! 

‘Duke I doe beleeue you fweete, what now you fpeake, 
But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

For our demifes fill are ou erthro wne, 

Our thoughts arc ours, their end’s none of our ownc : 

So thinke you will no fecond husband wed, 

But die thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Dutchefe Both here and there purfue me lading drife, 
Ifonce a widdow,euer I be wife. 

Ham. Ifflicfliould breake now. 

Duke T’is deepely fworne,fweete leaue me here a while, 
My fpirites growe dull , and faine I would beguile the tedi* 
ous time with fieepe. 

/ Dutcheffe Sleepe rocke thy braine, / 

And neuer come mifchance betweenc vs twaine. exit Lady 
Ham. Madam, how do you like this play? 

Queene The Lady proteds too much. 

Ham. O but fhee’le keepe her word. 

Kmg Haue you heard the argument, is there no offence 

initS Ham. 



Prince of Denmark. 

Ham. No offence in the world, poyfon in icft.poifon in 
I(m What do you call the name of the play? (ieit. 

Ham. Moufe-trap:mary how trapicailyuhis play is ^ ^ ; - jf 
The image ofa murder done in mono, Alberm , ) __ bkjuiC jr 

Was the Dukes name, his 'xacBaptjla, r.+wv&jfc. 

Father, it is a knauifh peece a workeibut what 
Athat it toucheth not vs, you and 1 that haue free W 

Soules, let the galld iadc wince, this is one 
luciamet nephew to che tKmg., Vllk & . 

Ofel. Ya’re as good as a Chorus my lord. 

Ham. I could interpret the loue y ou bearc , if I fawe the 
poopies dallying. 

Ofel. Y’are very pleafant my lord. 

Ham. Who I, your onlie jig-maker, why what fhouldc 
a man do but be merry? for looke how cheerefully my mo- 
ther lookes, my father died within thefe two houres. 

Ofel. Nay, t’ is twice two months, my Lord. 

Ham. T wo months, nay then let the diuell weare blacke, 

For i’le haue a fute of Sables : Iefus, two months dead. 

And not forgotten yet? nay then there’s fome 

Likely hood', a gentlemans death may outliue meraoric, 

But by my faith hee mud build churches then. 

Or els hee mud follow the oldeEpitithe, 

With hoh, with ho, thehobi-horfe is forgot. 

Ofel. Youriedsarekcene my Lord. 

Ham. It would cod you a groning to take them off. 

Ofel. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you mud take your husband, begin. Murdrcd 
Begin, a poxe, leaue thy damnable faces and begin, 

Come, the croking rauen doth bellow for reuenge. 

Murd. Thoughts blacke, hands apt, drugs fit, and time 
Confederate feafon, elfe no creature feeing: (agreeing. 

Thou mixture rancke, of midnight weedes collected, 

With Flecates bane thrife bladed, thrife infefted, 

Thy natural! magicke,and dire propertie. 

One wholefomc life vfurps immediately. exit. 

Ham. 
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T he T ragedy of Hamlet . 

Ham. He poyfons him for his eftate. 

King Lights, I will to bed. 

Cor. The king rifes, lights hoe. 

Exeunt King and Lories. 

Ham. What, frighted with falfe fires? 

Then let the ftricken deere goe wcepe, 

N The Hart vngalled play, 

: For fome mult laugh, while fome muft weepe, 

" Thus runncs the world away. 

Hor. The king is mooued mv lord. 

Hor. I Horatio, i’lc take the Ghofts word 
For more then all the coyne in Denmarke. 

Enter Rojfencraft and gilderflone. 

Rof, N ow my lord, how i ft with you? 

Ham. And if the king like not the tragedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 

%of We arc very glad to fee your grace fo pleafant, 

My good lord, let vs againe intreate (tute 

To know of you the ground and caufe of your diftempera* 
gil. My'lord, your mother craues to fpeake with you. 
Ham. We fhall obey, were file ten times our mother. 
%of. But my good Lord, fhall I intreate thus much? 
Ham. I pray will you play vpcn this pipe? 

%o\f. Alas my lord I cannot. 

Ham. Pray will you. 

Gil. I haue no skill my Lord. 

Ham. why looke, it is a thing of nothing, 

T is but flopping of thefe holes. 

And with a little breath from your lips, 

It will giuc moft delicate mufick. 

Gil. But this cannot weedo ray Lord. 

Ham. Pray now, pray hartily, 1 befeech you. } 

Ros. My lord wee cannot. \ mc * 

Ham. Why how vnworthy a thing would you makeot 



Prince of Denmark 

You would feeme to know tny flops, you would play vpon 
You would fearch the very inward part oftny hart, nice, 
And diueinto the fecreet of my foule. 

Zownds do you thinkc lam ealicr to be pla yd 
On, then a pipe ? call race what Inftrumcnt 
You will, though you can frett mec, yet you can not 
Play vpon mee, bcfidcs,to be demanded by a fpunge. 

Rof. How a fpunge my Lord? 

Ham. I fir, a fpunge, that fokcs vp the longs 
Countenance, fauours, and rewardes, that makes 
His liberalise your ftore houfe : but fuch as you. 

Do the king, in the end,beft fcruifcj 

For hee doth keep you as an Ape doth nuttes. 

In the corner of his law, firft mouthes you, 
Thcnlwallowes you : fo when hee hath need 
Of you, fis but fqueefing of you. 

And fpunge, you fhall be dry againe, you (hall. 

%of. Wei my Lord wce’le take our leaue. 

Ham Farewell, farewell, God blcflc you. 

Exit Roffencraft andgildtrjhnt. 

Enter Cor ambit 

Cor. My lord, the Qucene would fpeake with you. 

Ham, Do you feeyonderdowdinthe fhapeof a camcfl? 
Cor. T ’is like a camcll in deed. 

Ham.ftdovt me thinkes it’s like awcafcl. Y 
(for. T’is back’t li kcawcafcll. 

Ham. Or like a wHale . 

(or. V cry hkc a whale. exit Coram. 

Ham. Why then tell my mother i’lc come by and by. 
Good night Horatio. 

Hor. Good night vnto your Lordlhip. exit Horatio. 

. Ham. My mother (lie hath fent to fpeake with me: 

O God, let nc’re the heart of Nero enter 
This (oft bofome. 

Ut me be crueU> not vnnaturalL 
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T he T ragedie of. Hamlet 

Iwill fpeakc daggers, thofe fharpc worries being fpcnt 
To doe her wrong my foule fball ne’re confent. ’ 
Enter the King. 

King O that this wet that falles vpon my face 
Would wadi the crime clccrefrom myconfciencc' 

When I looke vp to heauen,! fee my trefpaiTc, 

T he earth doth ftill cric out vpon roy faft. 

Pay me the murder of a brother and a king, 

And the adulterous fault I haue committed: 

0 thefe are finnes that are vnpardonable: 

W hy fay thy finnes were blacker then is ieaf. 

Yet may contrition make them as white as fnowc: 

1 but ftill to perfeuer in a finne. 

It is an aft gainft the vniucrfall power, 

Moft wretched utan, ftoope, bend thee to thy prayer, 
Aske grace of heauen to kcepetfaeefrom defpairc. 

hee hjteeles. enters Hamlet 

Ham. I fo. comeforth and worke thy Iaft, 

And thus hee dies : and fo am I reuengid: 

No, not fo: he tooke my father flccping.his fins brim full, 
And how his foule ftoode to the Rate ofifeeauen 
Who knowe&, £aue the immortall powics. 

And fhall I kill him now. 

When he is purging of his foule? 

Making his way for heauen ,th*s« a benefit, 

And not reuenge: no, get thee vpagen, (drunke, 

When hee’s atgatnefwaiing, ta long Iris carowfe, drinking 
Or jn the inedfuaus pkafurei®f bis bed. 

Or at fome aft that hath no relifli 
Offaluationin’r, then rrjp him 
That his heelesffliay kick* at (heauen, 

And fall as lowe as hekrayrnoiiaetftayes, 

T his phifickc but prolongs thy weary dayes. exit Ham. 

King My wordes fly vp,my .finnes retnabe below, 

No 



PrinccofDenmarke. 

No King on earth isfafe, if Gods his foe. exit King. 

Enter fhsecne and Corambis. 

Cor. Madame,I heare yong Hamlet comming, 

He fhrowdc my felfe behinde the Arras. exit for.. 

J^ueene Do lo my Lord. 

Ham. Mother, mother, O are you here? 

How ift with you mother? 

Qneene How i’ft with you? 

Ham , I k tell yon, but firft weele make all fafe. 

JPueene Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 
Ham. Mother, you haue my father much offended, 
fhteene How now boy? 

Ham. How now mother! come here, fit downe, for you 
fhall heare roe fpeake. 

gueene What wilt thou doe? thou wilt not murder me r 
Helpehoc. 

Cor. HclpefbrthcQucenc. 

Ham. I a Rat, dead for a Duckat. 

Rafh intruding foole, farewell, 

I tooke thee for thy better. 

Qtteene Hamlet, what haft thou done? 

Ham. Notfo much harme, good mother, 

As to kill a king, and marry with bis brother. 

£)ueene How! kill a king! 

Ham. I a Kin^may fit you downe, and ere you part, 
Ifyou be made of penitrable ftuffe, 
l ie make your eyes looke downe into your heart. 

And fee how horridc there and blackc it fhe ws. (words? 

JUfoeene Hamlet, what mean'll thou by thefe killing 
Ham. Why this I meane,fce here, behold this pifturc. 
It is the portraiture, of your deceafcd husband. 

See here a face, to outface Mars himfelfe. 

An eye, at which his foes did tremble at, 

A front wherin all vertue: ire fet downe 
For to adornc a king, and guild his crowne, 

VVhofe heart went handin hand euen with that vow 
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TlteTragedy ef Hamlet 

He made to you in marriage, and he is dead; 

Murdred, damnably murdred,this was your husband, 
Looke you now, here is your husband. 

With a face like Vulcan. 

A looke fit for a murder and a rape, 

A dull dead hanging looke, and a hell-bred eie. 

To affright children and amaze the world: 

And this famehaue you left to change with this. 

W hat Diucll thus hath cofoned you at hob-ma&blindc? 

Al haue you eyes and can you looke on him 
That flew my father, and your deere husband, 

To hue in the inccfluous pleafureofhis bed! 
gueene O Hamlet, fpcake no more. 

Ham. Toleaue him that bare a Monarkes mindc, 

For a king of dowts, of very (breads. 

Jgueene Swccte Hamlet ceafe. 

Ham. Nay but flill to perfifl and dwellin finne. 

To fwcate vnder the yoke ofinfamie, 

T o make incrcafe offliame, to (cale damnation. 

Qttecne Hamlet, no more. 

Ham. Whyappetitcwithyouisinthewaine, 

Your blood runnes backeward now from whence it came, 
Whole chide hole blood within a Virgins heart, 

When lufl (hall dwell within a matrons bread? 

Queene Hamlet, thou cleaucs my heart in tvvaine. 

Ham. O throw away the worfer part of it,andkeepe the 
better. 

Enter the ghost in hie night got one. 

Saueme,faue me, you gratious 
Powers aboue ,and houer ouer mee, 

With your cclcftiall wings. 

Doe you not come yourtardy (onne to chide. 

That I thus long haue let reuengc llippe by? 

O do not glare with lookes fo pittifull/ 

Led that my heart olftone yecldc to compaffion, 
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Trince of. Denmarke . 

And euery part that fliould aflift reuengc, 

Forgoe their proper powers, and fall to pitty. 

Ghojl Hamlet, I once againeappearc to thee, 

To put thee in remembrance ofmy death: 

Dee not negleft, nor long time put it off. 

But I percciue by thy diflrafted lookes. 

Thy mother’s fearefull,andflie (lands amazder 
Speake to her Hamlet, for her fex is weake, 

Comfort thy mother, Hamlet, thinkeon me. 

Ham. How i’ft with you Lady? 

Queene Nay, how id with you 
That thus you bend your eyes on vacancic, 

And holde difeourfe with nothing but with ayre? 

Ham. Why doc you nothing hearc? 

Otteene Not I- 

Ham. Nor doe you nothing fee?' 

JJlueene ; No neither. (habit® 

Ham. No, why fee the king my father, my father, in the 
As he liued, looke you how pale he lookes, 

§ce how he ftcalcs away out of the Portall, 

Looke, there he goes. exit ghojl. 

Quttne Alas, it is the weakenefle of thy braine. 

Which makes thy tongue to blazon thy hearts griefe; 

But as I haue a foule,Ifwearc by hcauen, 

1 neucr knew of this mod horride murder: 

But Hamlet, this is onely fantafie. 

And for my loue forget thefe idle fits. 

Ham. Idle, no mother, my pulfe doth beatc like yottrs, 

It is not madnefle that poffcffeth Hamlet. 

O mother, if euer you did my deare father loue, 

Forbeare the adulterous bed to night. 

And win your felfe by little as you may. 

In time it may be you wil lothe him quite: 

And mother, but aflift mee in reuenge. 

And in his death your infamy (hall die. 

gneent Hamlet, I vow by that maiefty, 

G i Tha* 
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TbeT ragedie of Hamlet 

That knowes our thoughts, and lookes into our hcarts> 

I will conceale,confent,and doe my beft. 

What ftratagem foe re thou (halt dcuife. 

Ham. It is enough, mother good nights 
C ornc fir, I'le prouide for you a graue, 

Who was in life a foolifh prating knaue. 

Exit Hamlet with the dead body. 

Enter t he King and Lordes. 

King Now Gcrtred, what fayes our fonne.how doe you 
finde him? 

Queene Alas my lord, as raging as tho fea: 

Whenas he came, I firft befpake him faire, 

But then he throwes and tofles me about, 

As one forgetting that I was his mother: 

AtlaftI call'd for help : and as I cried, Corambts 
Call’d, which Hamlet no fooner heard, but whips me 
Out his rapier, and cries,a Rat, a Rat, and in his rage 
The good oldc man he killes. 

King Why this his madnefie will vndoc our Hate. 
Lordes goe to him, inquire the body out. 

Gil. We will my Lord. Exeunt Lordes. 

King Gcrtred, your fonne (ball prcfently to England, 
His (hipping is already furnilhed, 

And we haue fent by Rojfencrafi and Gilder Bone, 

Our letters to our dcare brother of England, 

For Hamlets welfare and his happinefle: 

Happly the airc and climate ofthe Country 
May pleafe him better than his natiue home: 

See where he comes. 

Enter Hamlet and the Lordes. 

Gil. My lord, we can by no meanes 
Know of him where the body is. 

King Now fonne Hamlet, where is this dead body? 

Ham. At (upper, not whcreheiseating,but 

Where 
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. Prince of De»marke. 

Where he is eaten, a certainc company of poli.icke wormes 
are euennowathim. 

Father,yourfatte King, and your leane Beggar 
Arc but variable ftruices, two difhes to one meffe: 
Lookeyou, a man may fifh with that worme 
That hath eaten ofa King, 

Anda Beggar cate that fifh, 

Which that worme hath caught. 

King Whatofthis? 

Ham. JKfothing father, but to tell you, how a King 
May go a progreffe through the guttes ofa Beggar. 

King But fonne Hamlet , where is this body? 

Ham. In heau in, if you chance to mifle him there. 

Father, you had beft looke in the other partes below 
For him, aud if you cannot finde him there, 

You may chance to nofe him as you go vp the lobby. 

King Make haftc and finde Him out. 

Ham. Nay doe you heare? do not make too much haftc, 
I’le warrant you hee’le ftay till you come. 

King Well fonne Hamlet, we in care ofyou:but fpecially 
in tender preferuation of your health, 

The which we price eucn as our proper fclfe. 

It is our minde you forthwith goe for England, 

The winde fits faire, you (hall aboordc to night. 

Lord Kpffencraft and' Gilder slime (ball goe along with you. 
Ham. O with allmy heartsfarewcl mother. 

King Y our louing father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother I fay : you married my mother, 
Mymothcris your wife, man and wifeisoneflefb. 

And fo(my mother)farewel:for England hoc. 
exeunt all but the king, 
king Gcrtred, leaueme. 

And take your leaue of Hamlet, 

T o England is he gone, ne’re to returner 
Our Letters are vnto the King of England, 

That on the fight of them, on his allegcance, 



He 



lif 



TheT ragedy of Hamlet 

He prcfcndy without demaunding why. 

That Hamlet loofe hit head, for he muft die, 

There’s more in him than (hallow eyes can fee: 

He once being dead, why then our ftatc is free. exit. 

Enter Fortenbrajfe, Drnmme and SottlcCiers. 

Tort. Captaine, from vs goe grccte 
The king of Denmarkc: 

T ell him that Fortenbrajfe nephew to old Norm ^ 

Craues a free paffc and conduft ouer his land. 

According to the Articles agreed on: 

You know our Randevous, goe march away, exeunt aU. 

enter King and ffueene. 

King Hamlet \i (bip’t for England,ftrc him well, 

I hope toheare good newesfrom thence ere long, 

If euery thing fall out to our content. 

As 1 doe make no doubt but (o it (hall. 

jQneene God grant it raay,heau’ns keep my Hamlet fafa 
But this mifchancc of olde Ctr ambit death. 

Hath pierfedfb theyong Ofehaes heart, 

That (he, poore maide, is quite bereft her wittes. 

King Alas dccre heart! And on thcother fide, 

We vnderftand her brother’s come from France , 

And he hath halfe the heart of all our Land, 

And hardly hec’le forget his fathers death, 

Vnlcfleby fbmcmcaneshebc pacified. 
flu. O fee where the yong Ofelta is! 

Enter Ofelia flaying on a Lute, and her baft* 
downejinging. 

Ofelia How (hould I your true Iouc know 
From another man? 

By his cockle hattc, and his ftaffc, ^ 
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F rir.ee of Denmark: 

And his fandall (hoonc. 

White his fhrowde as mountaine fiiowe, 

Larded with fwcete flowers, 

That beweptto the graue did not goe 
With true louers fhowers: 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, 

At his head a grade greene turffe, 

At his hecles a done. 

king How i’ll with you fweete Ofelia? 

Ofelia W ell God yceld you, 

It grieucs me to fee how they laid him in the cold ground, 
I could not chufe but wcepc: 

And will he not come againe? 

And will h'e not come againe? 

No,no,hee’s gone, and we cart away mone. 

And he neuer will come againe. , 

His beard as white as fnowe: 

All flaxen was his pole, > 

He is dead, he is gone, 

And wc caft away inoane: * ^ , » 

God amercy on his foule. 

And of all chriften foulcs I pray God. 

God be with you Ladies, God be with you. exit Ofelia. 

king A pretty wretch! this is a change indeede: 

O Time, how fwiftly mnnes our ioyes away? 

Content on earth was neuer ccrtaine bred, 

T o day we laugh and liue, to morrow dead. 

How now, what noyfe is that? 

tsinoyfe within. enter hearted. 

Lear. Stay there vntill I come, 

O thou vilde king,giue me my father: 

Speake, fay, where’s my father? 

king Dead. , 

! Lear. Who hath murdred hira?fpeake,i le not 
Be juggled with, for he is murdred. 

Queene True, but not by him. 
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TbeT ragedie of Hamlet 

Lear. By whome, by heau’n I’lc be refolued. 

king Let him goe Gertred,xwvf, I fearc him not. 

There sfoch diuinitie doth wall a king, 

That treafon dares not lookeon. 

Let him goe Cjertred, that your father is murdred, 

T’is true, and we molt fory for it, 

Being the chiefcft piller of our Rate: 

Therefore will you like a molt defperate gamftec, 
Swoop-ftake-hke.draw at friend, and foe, and all? 

Lear. T o his good friends thus wide l’le ope mine arms, 
And locke them in my hart,but to his foes, 

I will no reconcilement but by bloud. 

king W hv now you fpeake like a molt louing tonne: 

A nd that in foule we forrow for for his death. 

Your felfe ere long fhall be a witnefle, 

Meane while be patient, and content your felfe. 

Enter Ofelia at before. 

Lear. Who’s i\ns,Ofelial O my deere lifter! 

I’ll poflible a yong maidcs life. 

Should be as mortall as an olde man gfawe? 

O hcau’ns themfelues! how now Ofelia? 

Ofel. Wcl God a mercy, I a bin gathering of flour ess 
Here, here is rew for you, 

Y ou may call it hearb a grace a Sundayes, 

Hecre’s fome for me too : you tnuft weare your rew 
With a difference, there’s a dazic. 

Here Lone, there’s rofemarv for you 
For remembrance : I pray Loue remember, 

And there’s panfey for thoughts. 

Lear. A document in madnes, thoughts, remembrance: 
O God,0 God! 

Ofeha There is fennellforyou,I would a giu’n you 
Some violets, but they all withered, when 
My father died : alas, they fay the ovvle was 
A Bakers daughter, we fee what we are, 

But can not tell what we fhall be. 

For 



Prince of. Denmark. 

For bonny fwcete Robin is all my ioy. 

Lear. Thoughts & afflictions, torments worfe than hell. 
Ofel. Nay Louc,l pray you make no words of this now: 
I pray now, you fhall ling a downe. 

And you a downe a, t’is a the Kings daughter 
And'thefalfc fteward,andifanybody 
Askc you of any thing, fay you this. 

/To morrow is faint Valentines day, 

All in the morning betime, 

And a maide at your window, 

To be your V alentine: 

. The yong man rofc, and dan’d his clothes, 

And dupt the chamber doore. 

Let in the maide, that out a maide 
Ncuer departed more. 

Nay I pray marke now. 

By giflc,and by faint Charitie, 

Away, and fie for fhamc: 

Yong men will doo’t when they come too’n 
By cocke they arc too blame. 

Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me. 

You promifed me to wed. 

So would I a done, by yonder Sunne, 

If thou hadft not come to my bed. 

So God be with you all, God bwy Ladies. 

God bwy you Loue. exit Ofelia. 

Lear. Griefe vpon griefe, my father murdered. 

My lifter thus diftrafted: 

Curled be his foule that wrought this wicked aft. 

king Content you good Lcartes for a time. 

Although I know your griefe is as a floud, 

Brimmc full of forrow, but forbeare a while, 

And thinke already the reuenge is done 
On him that makes you fuch a hapleflc fonne. 

Lear. Y ou baue preuail’d my Lord, a while I’lc ftriuc, 

X o bury griefe within a tombe of wrath, 
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TheT ragedj of. Hamlet 

Which once vnhearfed, then the world fhallhcare 
Lcartes had a father he held deere. 

king No more of that, ere many dayes be done, 

You (hall heare that you do not dreame vpon. exeunt m. 

Enter Horatio and the Queene. 

Hor. Madame, your fonne is fafe arriv’de in Denmarke, 
This letter I eucn now receiv’d of him. 

Whereas he writes how he efcap’t the danger. 

And fubtle treafon that the king had plotted. 

Being crolTed by the contention of the windes, 

He found the Packet fent to the king of England^ 

Wherein he faw himfelfe betray’d to death. 

As at his next conuerfion with your grace. 

He will relate the circumftance at full. 

Queene T hen I perceiue there’s treafon in his lookes 
That feem d to fugar o’re his villanic: 

But I will foothe and pleafe him for a time, 

For murderous mindes arealwayes jealous, 

But know not you Horatio where he is? 

Hor. Yes Madame, and he hath appovnted me 
To mcete him on the eaft fide of the Cittic 
To morrow morning. _ 

Queene O fade not, good Horatio , andwithall, com- 
A mothers care to him, bid him a while (mend me 

Be wary of his prefence, left that he 
Fade in that he goes abou t. 

Her . Madam, neuertnake doubt of that: 

I thinke by this the news be come to court: 

He is arriv’de, obferue the king, and you (hall 
Quickely findc , Hamlet being here, 

Things fell not to his minde. 

Queene Rut what became of GtldtrB <? -and Roff'encvdft. 

'Her. H e being fet aftiore, they went for England, 

And in the Packet there wn t down that doome 
To be perform’d on them poynted for him: 

And by great chance he had his fathers Seale, 



So 



Prince of Denmarke. 

So all was done without difcoueric. 

Quecne Thankes be to heauen for bleffing of the prince, 
Horatio once againe I take my leaue, 

With thowfind mothers blcflings to my fonne. 

Hor at. Madam adue. 

Enter King and Leartes. N 

King. Hamlet from England! is it portable? 

What chance is this? they are gone, and he come home. 

Lear. O he is welcome, by my foule he is: 

At it myiocund heart doth lcape for ioy, 

That 1 (hall liue to tell him, thus he dies. 

king Leartes, content your felfe,be ruldc by me, 

And you (hall haueno let for your reuenge. 

Lear. My will, not all the world. 

King NaybutLeartes,marke the plot I hauelayde, 

I haue heard him often with a greedy wifh, 

Vpon fome praife that he hath heard of you 
T ouchingyour weapon, which with all his heart. 

He might be once tasked for to try your cunning. 

Lea . And how for this? 

King Mary Leartes thus : Fie lay a wager, 

Shalbe on Hamlets fide, and you (hall giue the oddes. 

The which will draw him with a more defire, 

To try the maiftry, that in tweluevenies 

You gaine not three of him : now this being granted. 

When you are hot in midft of all your play. 

Among the foyles fhalia keene rapier lie,. . 

Steeped in a mixture of deadly poyfon, 

Thatifitdrawes but the leaft dram me of blood. 

In any part of him,hecannbt liue: 

T his being done will free youfrom fufpition. 

And not the deereft friend that Hamlet lovdc 
Will cuer haue Leartes in fufpett. 

. Lear. My lord, I like it well: 

But (ay lord Hamlet (hould refufc rhisi match. 

King l ie warrant you,\vec’ie put on you 
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TheT ragedic of Hamlet 

Such a report of fingularitie. 

Will bring him on, although againfl: hisyvifl. 

And left that all (hould miffe, 
lie hauc a potion that Hr all ready (land. 

In all his hcate when chat he calies for drinke, 

Shall be his period and our happinefle. 

Lear. Tis excellent, O would the time were come! 
Here comes the Qnecne. enter the Queene. 

king How now Get trcd,why looke you heauily? 
gue ene O my Lord, the yong Ofe/ia 
Hiuiing made a garland offundi v fortes of floures, 

Sitting vpon a willow by a brooke. 

The enuiousfprig broke, into the brooke (lie fell, 

And for a while her clothes fpread wide abroade, 

Bore the yong Lady vp: and there (he fate finding, 

Euen Mermaide- like, twixt heauen and earth, 

Chaunting olde fundry tunes vncapable 
As it were of her diftreffe, but long it could not be. 

Till that her clothes, being heauy with their drinke, 
Dragg’d fwcctc wretch to death. 

Lear. So, (he is drowndc: 

Too much of water haft thou Ofe/ia, 

Therefore I will not drownc thee in my teares, 

Reuenge it is muft yeeld this heart rclecfe, 

For woe begets woc,and griefe hangs on griefc. 

enter Clorvne and an other. 

Clorvne I fay no, (he ought not to be buried 
In chriftian buriall. 

2. Why fir? 

Clorvne Mary bccaufe fhcc’s drownd. 

2, But (he did not dro wne her fclfe. 

Clorvne No, that’s certa'me, the water drown d her. 

2. Yea but it was againfl her will. 

Clorvne No, I deny that, for looke you fir, I ftand here, 
Ifthe water come to me, I drownc not my Lire: 

But if I goc to the water, and am there drown d, 



exeunt, 



Trineeof Denmark, 
ft no I am guiltie of my owne death: 

Y’arc gone, goey’are gone fir. 

2. I but fee, die hath chriftian buriall, 

Becaufe (he is a great woman. 

Clorvne Maty more’s the pitty, that great folke 
Should baue more authorise to hang or drownc 
Themfelues, more than other people: 

Goc fetch me a ftope of drinke, but before thou 
Goeft, tell me one thing, who buildes ftrongeft, 

Ofa Mafon, a Shipwright, or a Carpenter? 

2, Why a Mafon, for he buildes all of ftone, 

And will indure long. 

Clorvne That’s prety, too’t agen, too’t agen. 

2 , Why then a Carpenter, for he buildes the gallowcs. 
And that brings many a one to his long home. 

Clorvne Prety agen, the gallowes doth well,mary howe 
dooesitwell 5 the gallowcs dooes well to them that doe ill, 
goe get thee gone: 

And if any one askc thee hereafter, fay, 

AGraue-maker,for thehoufes he buildes 

Baft till Doomcf-day. Fetch me a ftope of bcerc,goe. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

(fhrvne A picke-axe and a fpadc, 

A fpndefor and a winding (heete, 

Moft fit it is, for t will be made, hethrorres vp afhouct. 

For fuch a gheft moft meete. 

Ham. Hath this fellow any feeling of himfelfe. 

That is thus merry in making of a graue? 

See how the flaue joles their heads againfl the earth. 

Hor. My lord, Cuftome hath made it in him feeme no- 
Clorvne A pick-axe and a fpade.a fpadc, (thing. 

For and a winding fheete, 

Moft fit it is for to be made, 

For fuch a gheft moft meet. v 
Ham. Looke you, there’s another Horatio. 

Why 
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TheT raged) of Hamlet 

Why mait not be the fcull of fomc Lawyer? 

Me chinkes he (hould indite that fellow 

Of an affcion of Battcrie,for knocking 

Him about the pate with’s fhouelmow where isyour 

Quirkes and quillets now^our vouchers and 

Double vouchers, your leafes and frcc-holde, 

And tenements* why that fame boxc there will fearfe 
Kolde the conueiance of his land,and muft 
The honor lie there? O pittifulltransformancel 
Iprethec tell me Horatio, 

Is parchment made of (heep-skinnes? 

Her. 1 my Lorde,and of calues- skinnes too. 

Ham. I faith they prooue themfelues (heepe and calues 
That deale with them, or put their truft in them- 
There's another, why may not that be fuch a ones 
Scull, that praifed my Lord fuch a ones horfe, 

When he meant to beg him? Horatio , 1 prethee 
Lets queftion yonder fellow. 

Now my friend, whofe gtatie is this? 
flowtte Mine fir. 

Ham. But who muft lie in it? • 

Home If I (hould fay.l (hould, I (hould hem my throat 
Ham. What man mutt be buried here? 
flowne No man fir , 

Ham. What woman? ... 

flownei No woman neither fir, but indeede 

One that was a woman. 

Ham. An excellent fellow by the Lord Ho ™ uo > 

This feauenyeareshaue I noted it : thetoeofthepelant. 
Comes fo neere the hecle of the courtier. 

That hee.gawles his kibe, I prethee tell . mec one :tl n , 
How long will a man lie in the ground before hce ro . 

• Clowne I faith fir, if hee be not rotten before 
He be laide in, as we haue many pocky cortes, 

He will laft you, eight yeares, a tanner 
Will laft you eight yeares full out, or nine. . 
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Prince of Dcnmarke 

Ham. And why a tanner? ■ 

Clown* Why his hide is lo tanned with his trade, 

That it will holde ou t water, that’s a parlous 
Dcuourer of your dead body, a great foaker. 

Looke you, heres a fcull hath bin here this dozen yearc, 

Let me fee, I euer fincc obr daft king Hamlet >;!? ;• p; : 

Slew Forteubrajf* in combat, yong Hamlets father, 

Hce that’s mad. 

Ham. I raary,how came he madde? 

flown* Ifaith very ftrangely, by loofing of his Wittes. 

J^w.Vpon what ground? 

flown* A this ground, in Denmark*. 

Ham. Whcreis henow? 

Clown* Why now they fent him to England. 

Ham. To England! wherefore? 

Clown* Why they fay he (hall haue his wittes there. 

Or if he haue not,t’is no great matter there. 

It will not be feene there. 

Ham. Why not there? 

Clown e Why there they fay the men arc as mad as he. 

Ham. Whofe fcull was this? 

Clown* This,a plague on him, a madde rogues it was, 
He powred once a whole flagon of Rhenilh of my head, 
Why do not you know him? this was one Torickes fcull. 

Ham. Was this?I prethee let me fee it,alas poorc Torick* 
I knew him Horatio, 

A fellow ofinfinite mirth, he hath caried mec twenty times 
vpon hisbacke, here hung thofe lippes that I haue Killed a 
hundred times, and to fee, now they abhorre me : Whcrcs 
your iefts now Torick* ? your flafhes of meriroent : now go 
to ray Ladies chamber, and bid her paint herfelfeaninch 
thicke, to this (he muft come Torick*. Horatio , I prethee 
tell me one thing, dooft thou thinke that Alexander looked 
thus? 

Hor. Euen ferny Lord. 

Ham. And (melt thus? ^ 

I Hor. 






T he T rttgedie of Hamlet 
Bor. I my lord, no oth erwifc. 

Ham. No, why mightnot imagination worke, as thus of 
Alexander, Alexander fad, Alexander was buried, 
became earth, ofcarth we make clay, and Alexander being 
but clay, why might not time bring to paffe,that he might 
ftoppe the boung hole ofabeercbavrell? * 

Imperious Cafar dead and turnd to day. 

Might ftoppe a hole, to keepe the winde away. 

Enter King and gueene, Leartes,and other lordet, 
yeith a Trie ft after the coffin. 

Ham. What fimerall s this that all the Court laments? 

It fhews to be fomc noble parentage: ' i' . 

Stand by a while. ° 

Lear. What ceremony elfe? fay, what ceremony elfc* 
‘Priejl My Lord, we haue done all that lies in vs. 

And more than well the church can tolerate, 

She hath had a Dirge lung for her maiden foule: 

And but for fauour of the king, and you, 

She had beenc buried in theopen ficldes, 

Where now Ihcis allowed chriftian buriall. 

Lear. So, I tell thee churlifh Pried, a miniftring Angell 
dull my fifter be, when thou lied howling. 

Ham. Thcfairc Ofehadezdl ; 

fgneene S weetes to the fwcete, farewells 
I had thought to adornc thy bridale bed,fairc rnaide. 

And not to follow thee vnto thy grauc. 

Lear. Forbeare the earth a whilesfifter farewells 
L eartes leases into the gratte. 

Now powre your earth on filjmptu hie, 

And make a hill to o re top oldc Mellon: Hamlet leapei 

Whats he that coniurcs fo? in after L eartes 

Ham. Beholde tis I, Hamlet the Dane. 

Lear. Thediuell take thy foule. 

Ham. O thou praieft not well, 

I prethce take thy hand from off nay throate. 

For there is Cometbing in me dangerous, 

° Which 
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which let thy wifedomc fcarc, holds off thy hands 
1 lou’de 0 felt a as deere as twenty brothers could: 

Shew me what thou wilt doe for her: 

Wilt fight, wilt fad. wilt pray, 

Wilt drinke vp vertebrate a crocadilc? lie doot: 

Coin’d thou hereto whine? 

And where thou talk’d of burying thee a line, 

Here let vs dand : and let them throw on vs, 

Whole hills of earth, till with the heighth thcrof, 
MakeOofcllasa Wart. . 

King. Forbeare Leartet, now is hee mad, as is the fea, 
Anone as milde and gentle as a Doue: 

Therfore a while giue his wilde humour fcope. 

Ham. What is the reafbn fir that you wrong mee thus* 

I neuer gaue you caule : but dand away, 

A Cat will mcaw, a Dog will haue a day. 

Exit Hamlet and Horatio. 

Queene. Alas, it is his tnadnes makes him thus. 

And not his heart, Leartet. 

King. My lord, t'isfo : but wee’le no longer trifle, 

This very day fhall Hamlet drinke his lad. 

For prcfently we meane to fend to him, 

Therfore Leartet be in ready nes. 

Lear. My lord, till then my foule will not bee quiet. 

King. Come Qertred, wee’l bauc Leartet , and our lonnej 
Made friends and Loucrs, as befittes them both, 

Jiuen as they tender vs, and loue their countrie. 

eUutne God grant they may. exeunt omnet. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio 

Horn, beleeue mee, it greeues mee much Horatio, 

That to Leartet l forgot my felfe : 

For by my felfe me thinkes I fcele his griefc, 

Though there’s a difference in each others wrong. 

Enter a’Bragart gentleman. 

Horatiojaat raarkeyon water-flic, 

The Court knowes hua,but nee knowes not the Court. 

1 2 Gov. 
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T he T ragedy of Hamlet 

Gent. Now God faue thee.fwecte prince Hamlet. 

Hum. And you finfoh, how the muskc-cod finds; 

Gen. I come with an embaflage from his maiefty to you 

Ham. I (hall fir giue you attention: 

By my troth me thinkcs f is very colde. 

Gent. It is indecde very rawifti colde. 

Ham . T’ishotmethinkes. 

Gent. Vcryfwoltcry hotc: 

The King, fweetc Prince, hath layd a wager on your fide. 
Six Barbary horfc,againft fix french rapiers. 

With alltheir acoutrcmentstoo.athe carriages: 

In good faith they are very curioufly wrought. 

Ham. The cariagcs fir, I do not know what you meanc. 

gent.. The girdles, and hangers fir, and fuch like. 

Ham. The wordc had beenc more cofin german t© the 
phrafe, ifhe could haue carried the canon by his fide. 

And howe’s the wager? Ivndcrftandyou now. 

Gent. Mary fir, that yong Lcartes in tweluc venies 
At Rapier and Dagger do not get three oddes of you. 

And onyour fide the King hath Iaidc, 

And dcfircs you to be in rcadinelle. 

Ham. V cry well, if the King dare venture his wager, 

I dare venture my skull: when mull this be? 

Gent. My Lord, prcfently.the king, and her tnaicftv, 
With the reft of the beft judgement in the Court, 

Are commingdowne into the outward pallacc. 

Ham. Goc tell his maieftie, I wil attend him. 

Cjeyit- I (hall deliuer your moft fweet anfvver. exit. 

'Ham. You mayfir,none better, for v’ate fpiccd, 

Elfe he had a bad nofe could not fmell a foole. 

Her. He willdifdofc himfelfe without inquirie. 

Ham. B elceue me Horatio, my hart is on the fodaine 
V cry fore, all here about. 

/ Hor. My lord /orbeare the challenge then. 

Ham. No Horatio, not J, lfdanger be now, 

Why then it is not to come,theies a piedeftiuate prouidence 



Prince of. Denmarke. 

in the fall of a fparrow .• heere comes the King. 

Enter King, geteene, Leartes, Lories. 

King Now fonne Hamlet , we hane laid vpon your head. 
And make no queftion but to haue the beft. 

Ham. Y our maieftie hath Iaidc a the weaker fide. 

King We doubt it not, deliuer them the foilcs. 

Ham. Firft Lcartes, hecre’s my hand and loue, 
Protcfting that I neuer wrongd Lcartes. 

/ If Hamlet in his madnefle did amiffe. 

That was not Hamlet, but his madnes did it. 

And all the wrong I e re did to Lcartes, 

I here prodairac was madnes, therefore lets be at peace, 

And thinke I haue (hot mine arrow o re the houfe, 

And hurt my brother. 

Lear. Sir I am fatisfied in nature. 

But in termes of honor l’le ftand aloofc. 

And Will no reconcilement. 

Till by fome elder maifters ofour time 
Imaybefatisfied. 

King Giue them the foyles. 

Ham. I’le be your foyle Leartes, theft foyles, 
Haucallalaught,comconfir: a bit. 

Lear. No none. Heere they flay: 

Ham. Iudgemcnt. 

Gent. A hit, a moft palpable hit. 

Lear. Well, come againc. They play againe. 

Ham. Another. ludgement. 

Lear. I, I grant, a tuch, a tueb. 

King Here Hamlet, the king doth drinke a health to thee 
Queent Here Hamlet, take my napkin, wipe thy face. 
King Giue him the wine. 

Hath. Set it by, lie haue another bowt firft, 

He drinke anone. 

gueene Here Hamlet, thy mother drinkes to thee. 

Shee drinkes. * 

King Do not drinke Gertred ; O t’is the poyfotd cup* 

I 3 Hem , 
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Mam. Leartes coroe, you dally with roe, 

I pray you paffe with your mod cunningrt play. , 

Lear, l! (ayyoufoJhaucatyou, 
lie hit you now my Lord: 

And yet it goes alraoft againft my confcicncc. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

7 he j catch one another s Rapier t, and hath are wounded, 
Leartes fades downe, the fhteenefallcs dowtte anddses. 

Km Looke to the Queene. 

Queene O the drinkc, the drinke, Hiiw/irf, the drinke. 
Ham. Treafon,ho, kcepe the gates. 

Lords How ift my Lord Leanest 
Lear. Euen as a coxcombe (hould, 

Foolilhly fiaine with my owne weapon: 

Hamlet , thou haft not in thee halfc an hourc or ntc, 

The fatall Inftrument is in thy hand. 

Vnbated and invenomed: thy mother spoylned 
That drinke was made for thee. 

Ham. The poyfncd Inftrument within my hand. 

Then venome to thy Ycnome.die damn’d vta: 

Come drinke, here lies thy vroonhere. The ktngOse 
Lear. O hcisiuftlyferued: 
fldmlel, before 1 die, here ukc n>y hand. 

Her. No, I am more an antike Roman, 

Then aDane.hereisfome poifonlcft. 

Ham. Vponmylouelchargetheeletitg » 

O fie Horatio, and if thou Uiouldlt die. 

What a feandale wouldft thou leaue behind • 

What tongue (hould tell the ftory of «rd«d* 

If not from thee? O my heart finekcsH^, 

Inline eyes haue loft their figjit, my tongue his y j*' ^ 
Rarewel Horatiofrcmcn rccciue my foulc. ^ 



Prince of Demnarkc. 

Enter Veltemar and the Ambaffadors from England, 
enter Fortenbrajje with hts traine. 

Tort. Where is this bloudy fight? 

Her. Ifaught of woe or wonder you’ld behold. 

Then looke vpon this tragickc fpeftacle. 

Fort. O imperious death! how many Princes 
Haft thou at one draft bloudily Ihot to death? (land, 

Ambaf Our ambaflie that we haue brought from Eng- 
Where be thefe Princes that (hould hearc vs fpeakc? 

O mod mod vnlooked for time! vnhappy country. 

Hor. Content your felues, lie (hew to all, the ground. 
The firft beginning of this T ragedy: 

Let there a fcaffold be rcafrde vp in the market place. 

And let the State of the world be there: 

Where you fliall heare fuch a fad ftory toldc/* 

That neuer mortall man could more vnfolde. 

\4F0rt. I haue fome rights of memory to tins kingdom^ 
Which now to claimc my leifure doth inuitc mces 
Let fou re of our chiefeft Captaincs 
Beare Hamlet hkcafouldier to his grauc. 

For he was likely , had he liued. 

To a prou’d mod royall. 

Take vp the bodie, fuch a fight as this 
Become* the ficldcs, but here doth muebaxoiftifc 
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